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Oft,  in  the  stilly  night 
If  in  loving,  singing  , 

Sacred  Songs. 
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Irish  Melodies. 


MY  GENTLE  HARP. 

Mj  gentle  Harp,  once  more  I waken 
The  sweetness  of  thy  slumbering  strain; 

In  tears  our  last  farewell  was  taken, 

And  now  in  tears  we  meet  again. 

No  light  of  joy  hath  o'er  thee  broken, 

But,  like  those  Harps  whose  heav’nly  skill 
Of  slavery,  dark  as  thine,  hath  spoken, 

Thou  hang'st  upon  the  willows  still. 

And  yet,  since  last  thy  chord  resounded, 

An  hour  of  peace  and  triumph  came, 

And  many  an  ardent  bosom  bounded 

With  hopes  — that  now  are  turn'd  to  shame. 
Yet  even  then,  while  Peace  w-as  singing 
Her  halcyon  song  o’er  land  and  sea, 

Tho'  joy  and  hope  to  others  bringing, 

She  only  brought  new  tears  to  thee. 
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tftod)  nnmal  jjjarfe. 

D^odf)  cinmal,  £arfe  lieb,  tyienieben 
<Srtt>cdB’  idfc  beinen  fufien  £tang; 

©ie  wit  julefct  in  5Sf)ranen  fd&ieben, 

©ef)n  mieber  un§  in  Sijranen  bang. 

£ein  8id)t|lrai)l  ifi  bit  aufgegangen; 

•©cn  #arfen  gleicf),  bie  einfl  ein  Sod), 

SBie  beineS  fdf)tt>er,  fo  befangen, 

Jpangjl  fiumm  bu  an  ben  SEBeiben  nod&. 

Unb  bod>,  feit  bu  julefct  erfd&ollen, 

<$rfcf)ien  ein  ©ieg§=  unb  $riebeng=£ag, 

Unb  niele  gliify’nbe  d&erjen  fdfowoUen 
Sn  £offnung  — jefct  gemanbt  in  ©dfjmadfr. 
©od>  fetbji  bet  ©dfoall  bee  gfriebenSIieber, 
©er  iiber  8anb  unb  SOleere  weit 
@rtt>edfte  8ujl  unb  #offnung  roteber  — 

(Sr  brad&te  bir  nut  neuee!  8eib. 
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Then,  who  can  ask  for  notes  of  pleasure. 

My  drooping  Harp,  from  chords  like  thine? 
Alas,  the  lark's  gay  morning  measure 
As  ill  would  suit  the  swan's  decline! 

Or  how  shall  I,  who  love,  who  bless  thee. 
Invoke  thy  breath  for  Freedom's  strains, 
When  ev'n  the  wreaths  in  which  I dress  thee. 
Are  sadly  mix'd  — half  llow’rs,  half  chains? 

But  come  — if  yet  thy  frame  can  borrow 
One  breath  of  joy,  oh,  breathe  for  me, 

And  show  the  world,  in  chains  and  sorrow, 
How  sweet  thy  music  still  can  be ; 

How  gaily,  ev'n  'mid  gloom  surrounding, 

Thou  yet  canst  wake  at  pleasure's  thrill  — 
Like  Memnon's  broken  image  sounding, 

'Mid  desolation  tuneful  still! 
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©rum  forbre  Seiner  grobftnngBldnge 
SSon  beincn  (Saiten,  fd)merjumfa!)n! 

2Cd),  nicfyt  bet  8erd)e  Slubelfange 
3$om  wunben,  fterbemiiben  ©d>«>an! 

Unb  id),  bcr  id)  bid)  lieb’  unb  fegne, 

2Bie  toecF  id)  beincn  5?rcil)citgEXang, 

®er  id)  ben  geffeln  felbfl  begegne 
3m  .ftranje,  ben  id)  urn  bid)  ftfilang? 

©od)  fomnt  — vnenn  nid)t  bie  lenten  fd)tt>anben 
©er  greubenton’,  o baud)  fte  mir, 

Unb  jeig  bet  2Belt,  in  ©rant  unb  SBanben 
9Bie  ItangnoU  nod)  ber  SBufen  bit; 

9Bie,  felbft  in  ©rud?  unb  9?ad)t,  gefangreid) 
©em  fel’gen  Sftaufd)  bu  bift  gewiUt  — 

2Bie  tief  in  SKempf)^’  SBufie  {iangreidb 
gertrummert  tont  bag  SDtemnone>-23ilb. 
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REMEMBER  THE  GLORIES  OF  BRIEN  THE  BRAVE.') 

Remember  the  glories  of  Brien  the  brave, 

Thu'  the  days  of  the  hero  are  o'er; 

Tho'  lost  to  Mo  no  uia  2)  and  cold  in  the  grave. 

He  returns  to  Rinkora3)  no  more. 

That  star  of  the  field,  which  so  often  hath  pour'd 
Its  beam  on  the  battle,  is  set; 

But  enough  of  its  glory  remains  on  each  sword, 

To  light  us  to  victory  yet. 

Mononia!  when  Nature  embellish'd  the  tint 
Of  thy  fields,  and  thy  mountains  so  fair, 

Did  she  ever  iatend  that  a tyrant  should  print 
The  footstep  of  slavery  there? 

No!  Freedom,  whose  smile  we  shall  never  resign, 

Go,  tell  our  invaders,  the  Danes, 

That  't  is  sweeter  to  bleed  for  an  age  at  thy  shrine. 
Than  to  sleep  but  a moment  in  chains. 

Forget  not  our  wounded  companions,  who  stood4) 

In  the  day  of  distress  by  our  side; 

While  the  moss  of  the  valley  grew  red  with  their  blood. 
They  stirr'd  not,  but  conquer'd  and  died. 

That  sun  which  now  blesses  our  arms  with  his  light, 
Saw  them  fall  upon  Ossory's  plain;  — 

Oh!  let  him  not  blush,  when  he  leaves  us  to-night, 

To  find  that  they  fell  there  in  vain. 
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P*rr  rujjmtmlkn  ®l)aUn  Bruit's  flefcfnkt. 

25er  rubmooUen  Sbaten  SBrien’S  gebenEt, 

Db  langft  aud)  entfloben  fein  ©eift, 

SBon  SJtononia  fern  feme  8eid>e  oerfenEt,2) 

Unb  bte  fallen  JCinEora’S  oermaift. 3) 

£)er  ©tern  in  ber  ©d)Iad)t,  ber  fo  leud)tenb  oerBlart 
£>ie  Sfteif)«n  ber  .ftampfenben,  fanE; 

2)od)  genug  feineS  ©lanjeel  blieb  jeglidjem  ©d&roert, 
3um  3tut)m  une>  ju  leudjten  nod)  lang. 

SJtononia!  t>at  bie  ^tatur  bid)  gefcbmuctt 
©o  Iieblid)  auf  gluren  unb  Jpob’n, 

JDafi  brauf  ein  Styrann  feine  ^uffiapfen  briidEt 
3)er  ^ncd)tfd)aft  mit  frecbem  ©ebbbn? 

9^ein.  greif>eit!  ber  erotg  wit  eigen  ooll  ©lutb, 
25em  2)dnen,  bem  feinblidf)enr  fag’, 

SDafc  fufer  um  bid)  ein  Sabrbunbert  noil  SBlut, 

2fl$  ein  tfugenblid  grieben  in  ©d)mad). 

©ebenEt  ber  ©efabrten,  bie  Bampfenb,  ob  ttrnnb, 4) 
^uSfjarrten,  al6  ©djmad)  un$  bebrobt, 

Unb  — farbte  ibr  S3tut  aud)  ben  moofigen  ©runb  — 
9?id)t  wanBten,  nod)  fiegenb  im  Sob. 

2)ie  ©onne,  bie  je$t  auf  bte  SDSaffen  ung  tad't/ 

©ab  faU’n  fie  t?or  DfTort)’e>  ©cbmert;  — 

Safjt  errotben  fte  nicfct,  wenn  fie  ftnEet  beut  S'ladjt, 
3u  febn,  baft  wir  Sener  nid)t  wertb- 
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THE  LEGACY. 

When  in  death  I shall  calmly  recline, 

Oh  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress  dear; 

Tell  her  it  liv'd  upon  smiles  and  wine 
Of  the  brightest  hue,  while  it  linger'd  here. 

Bid  her  not  shed  one  tear  of  sorrow 
To  sully  a heart  so  brilliant  and  light; 

But  balmy  drops  of  the  red  grape  borrow, 

To  bathe  the  relic  Irorn  morn  till  night. 

When  the  light  of  my  song  is  o'er. 

Then  take  my  harp  to  your  ancient  hall; 

Hang  it  up  at  that  friendly  door, 

Where  weary  travellers  love  to  call.  8) 

Then  if  some  bard,  who  roams  forsaken. 
Revive  its  soft  note  in  passing  along, 

Oh!  let  one  thought  of  its  master  waken 
Your  warmest  smile  for  the  child  of  soug. 

Keep  tl»is  cup,  which  is  now  o'erflowing, 

To  grace  your  revel,  when  I 'in  at  rest; 

Never,  oh!  never  its  balm  bestowing 
On  lips  that  beauty  hath  seldom  blest. 

But  when  some  warm  devoted  lover 
To  her  he  adores  shall  bathe  its  brim, 

Then,  then  my  spirit  around  shall  hover. 

And  hallow  each  drop  that  foams  for  him. 
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Pas  ?Pmnad)tiu$. 

@ef)  jum  emtgen  Sfrieben  id)  ein, 

SCKeiner  fufjen  £errin  mein  Jg>crj  ubergebt; 
@agt  if)r,  eg  babe  t»on  Casein  unb  SBein, 

S3om  fonnigften  ®lanj  fjienieben  gelebt. 
©ittet,  ba§  nicbt  fte  fdbmerjlid)  roeine 
Unb  triibe  bieg  Jpe rj,  bag  ftetg  nur  gelacht; 
SSittet,  fte  m6g’  in  buft’gem  2Beine 
£)ie  Stetiquie  baben  t?on  gruf)  big  9tad>t. 

2Benn  bcrjhtmmt  meiner  Jparfe  ©cf)aU, 

2Dann  fdjmuift  mit  il)r  eucr  atteg  ©cblofj, 
Jpdngt  fte  auf  in  ber  gaftlidjen  Jpali, 

®ie  mtibem  SEBanbrer  ftd)  fietg  erfd&lofj.  s) 
Unb  wedft,  bortljin  bie  ©cbritte  lenEenb, 

(Sin  einfamer  SBarb’  it)ren  roeidjen  J?lang, 

D!  lol)net,  meiner  im  ©tillen  benEenb, 

£>em  ©anger  mif  eurem  wdrmften  25anB. 

9lef)mt  biefen  Sedjer  boll  eblem  SJtofte, 

(Sr  fcbmucE’  cure  gefle  nad)  meinem  Sob; 
Glimmer  ein  9Jlunb  feinen  SSalfam  fofie, 

2)em  ©dfoonbeit  felten  nuv  J?uf7e  bot. 

£)od)  roenn  ein  8iebenber,  warm  ergeben, 

Sl)n  teert  auf’g  SEBoljl  feiner  Jpulbin  fein, 
®ann  foU  if)n  frof)lid>  mein  ®eifi  umfcbweben, 
Sbnt  jeber  Sropfen  gefegnet  fcin. 
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ON  MUSIC. 

When  thro'  life  unblest  we  rove, 

Losing  all  that  made  life  dear, 

Should  some  notes  wre  used  to  love. 

In  days  of  boyhood,  meet  our  ear, 

Oh!  how  welcome  breathes  the  strain! 

Wakening  thoughts  that  long  have  slept; 
kindling  former  smiles  again 
In  faded  eyes  that  long  have  wept. 

Like  the  gale,  that  sighs  along 
Beds  of  oriental  flowers, 

Is  the  grateful  breath  of  song, 

That  once  was  heard  in  happier  hours; 
Fill'd  with  balm,  the  gale  sighs  on, 

Though  the  flowers  have  sunk  in  death; 

So,  when  pleasure's  dream  is  gone. 

Its  memory  lives  in  Music's  breath. 

Music,  oh  how  faint,  how  weak, 

Language  fades  before  thy  spell! 

Why  should  Feeling  ever  speak, 

When  thou  canst  breathe  her  soul  60  well'# 
Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign, 

Love's  are  ev'n  more  false  than  they  ; 

Oh!  't  is  only  music's  strain 
L’au  sweetly  soothe,  and  not  betray. 
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Me 

2Benn  beg  Bebeng  ©lanj  entflofyn  ung, 
TLU.  fein  ©liicf  bag  Jperj  uertor, 

Unb  ein  einfl  geliebter  £on  ung 
2tug  fel’ger  J?inbl)eit  Elingt  an’g  £)i)r: 
D,  wie  tief  erquidPt  fein  #aud6  ung! 

SOBedPet  ISngfi  oerfunfneg  ©liidP, 
Baubert  im  oerweinten  2fug’  ung 
®en  frit&ern  Bad&elglanj  juruef. 

SOTilbem  3epf)9r/  bet  beg  ©angeg’ 
$8lutt)enborben  mebt  entlang, 

©leidit  ber  3auberbaud)  beg  (Sangeg, 
£)er  felig  einft  bag  £erj  burebbrang; 
Sener  n>ef)t  nocf)  balfamtrunfen, 

SBenn  bie  SBtumen  febon  nerborrt;  — 
©liicf eg  SEraum,  ob  Idngft  oerfunfen, 

©r  lebt  im  #aud)  ber  SSone  fort. 

D SOtufiB!  mie  fdnuad),  gebrecf>Xid^ 

©id)  fcor  bit  bag  SOBort  erweift! 
Sieffleg  gutjlen,  unaugfprecblid), 

©g  atf)met  nur  aug  beinem  ©eift! 
greunbfdjaft  mag  ung  beudbelnb  j)of)nen, 
SJtebr  nodf)  ifl  bte  Biebe  Bug; 

2Cd> ! SJtuft'B  allein  in  Gotten 
SReidjt  fu^en  Sroft  ung  of)ne  Srug. 
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WEEP  ON,  WEEP  ON. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  your  hour  is  past; 

Your  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er; 

The  fatal  chain  is  round  you  cast, 

And  you  arc  men  no  more. 

In  vain  the  hero's  heart  hath  bled; 

The  sage's  tongue  hath  warn'd  in  vain;  — 

Oh,  Freedom!  once  thy  flame  hath  tied. 

It  never  lights  again. 

Wreep  on  — perhaps  in  after  days, 

They  '11  learn  to  love  your  name; 

When  many  a deed  may  wake  in  praise 
That  long  hath  slept  in  blame. 

And  when  they  tread  the  ruin'd  isle, 

Where  rest,  at  length,  the  lord  and  slave, 

They  'll  wondering  ask,  how  hands  so  vile 
Could  conquer  hearts  so  brave? 

,,'T  was  fate,“  they  'll  say,  ,,a  wayward  fate 
„Your  web  of  discord  wove  ; 

,,And  while  your  tyrants  join'd  in  hate, 

,,You  never  join'd  in  love. 

,,But  hearts  fell  off,  that  ought  to  twine, 
,,And  man  profan'd  what  God  had  given; 

„Till  some  were  heard  to  curse  the  shrine, 

,, Where  others  knelt  to  heaven!“ 
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SEBeint,  n>eint ! eg  ift  nrit  eudj  norbei, 

SOlit  aU  ben  Sraumen  fjef>r  5 
S»f)t  breebt  bie  vSetten  nid&t  entjmei, 

Slid)*  SDtdnner  feib  ibr  mebr. 

S3ergebli<b  flog  beg  Jjoelben  $8tut, 
33ergebticb  marnte  bet  ^Jropbet;  — 

2Cdb,  met  entflammt  bet  greibeit  ©luib, 
SEBenn  einmal  fte  oetmebt! 

SEBeint,  meint!  — nielleicbt  in  ferner  3eit 
SEBirb  eurer  flotj  gebadfot; 

SEBenn  manebe  SEbat,  bie  @cbma<b  unb  Beib 
SSegrub,  jum  3tubm  ermaebt. 

SEBer  bann  betritt  bag  (giianb  ob’, 

SEBo  enblieb  tubn  Sprann  unb  <S!la», 

2)er  flaunt,  bag  Jpdnben,  alfo  fcbndb’, 
Gsrlag  ein  23olE,  fo  bran; 

Unb  fpridbt:  ,,’g  mat  gtaufeg  gaturo,  bag 
,.Gfucb  auf  in  3mietra<bt  rieb; 

„2tlg  eute  Jpetrfd&er  eing  im  #ag, 
„S3erbanb  eucb  nie  bie  Sieb’; 

„2Cnftatt  SSerbrubrung  — ICbfaU,  SErug, 
„®eg  ©ottlicbjlen  oerruebt  (Sntmeibn, 
„S5ig  Sttandjer  marf  gat  Jpobn  unb  glucb 
„!Cuf  Knbret  2(nbacbt=@^rein!" 
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I SAW  THY  FORM  IN  YOUTHFUL  PRIME. 

I saw  thy  form  in  youthful  prime, 

Nor  thought  that  pale  decay 

Would  steal  before  the  steps  of  Time, 

And  waste  its  bloom  away,  Mary! 

Yet  still  thy  features  wore  that  light, 

Which  fleets  not  with  the  breath; 

And  life  ne'er  look'd  more  truly  bright 
Than  in  thy  smile  of  death,  Mary! 

As  streams  that  run  o'er  golden  mines, 

Yet  humbly,  calmly  glide, 

Nor  seem  to  know  the  wealth  that  shines 
Within  their  gentle  tide,  Mary! 

So  veil'd  beneath  the  simplest  gnise, 

Thy  radiant  genius  shone, 

And  that,  which  charm'd  all  other  eyes, 

Seem’d  worthless  in  thy  own,  Mary! 

If  souls  could  always  dwell  above, 

Thou  ne'er  hadst  left  tkat  sphere ; 

Or  could  we  keep  the  souls  we  love, 

We  ne’er  had  lost  thee  here,  Mary! 

Though  many  a gifted  miud  we  meet, 

Though  fairest  forms  we  see, 

To  live  with  them  is  far  less  sweet, 

Thau  to  remember  thee,  Mary! 
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34)  fal)  torn  cr|Us  Juflenfcglujjn. 

3<b  fab  bein  erff e§  Sfugenbglubn, 

Sticbt  abnenb,  bag  ber  Sob 
3erftorte  fruf)  bein  roftg  SSlubn, 

Sftod)  eb’  bic  3dt  gebot,  SOlarp ! 

®od)  beinen  3ugen  war  t>erltel)n 
S'tod)  Jjbimmelgabglans  rein, 

Unb  fcbon,  wie  nie,  bag  Seben  fdbien 
Sm  Sobeglacbeln  bein,  SDtarb! 

2Bie  ©trom’  ob  reicbem  ©olbegfcbacfct 
®odb  fanft,  befdbeiben  fcbwelln, 

9tid)t  ad)tenb  all  beg  ©lanjeg  ^radbt 
Sn  ibren  flillen  2BeUn,  SJtarb ! 

<So  fjiiUte  bolbe  Qsinfad)beit 
2)en  ©trabl  ung  beineg  Sicbtg; 

SBag  3CUer  2Cugen  ©etigfeit, 

©alt  beinem  tfuge  9ticbt$,  SDtanj! 

SBar':  „ewig  b r o b e n fein"  oergonnt, 
9tie  fd)iebjt  bu  bann  bon  bort; 

Unb  wenn  wag  lieb  ung,  bleiben  fonnt’, 
9tie  flobft  bu  »on  ung  fort,  SJtarp! 

Db  ©eifleggrdge,  @d>dnbeitgtanj 
9tod)  oft  ftd)  um  ung  reibn, 

$ullt  nidjtg  bod)  fo  bie  (Seele  ganj, 

Itlg  ein  @eben6ens£)ein,  SDtarp! 
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*T  IS  THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER. 

'T  is  the  last  rose  of  summer 
Left  blooming  alone; 

All  her  lovely  companions 
Are  faded  and  gone; 

No  flower  of  her  kindred, 

No  rose-bud  is  nigh, 

To  reflect  back  her  blushes, 

Or  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

I 'll  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one! 

To  pine  on  the  stem; 

Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping. 

Go,  sleep  thou  with  them. 

Thus  kindly  I scatter 
Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed, 

Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden 
Lie  scentless  and  dead. 

So  soon  may  I follow, 

When  friendships  decay. 

And  from  Love’s  shining  circle 
The  gems  drop  away. 

When  true  hearts  lie  wither'd, 

And  fond  ones  are  flown, 

Oh!  who  would  inhabit 
This  bleak  world  alone? 
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jPfs  S'nmmt’re  Hofe, 

(Sine  fRofe,  bie  te$te, 

9lodf)  einfam  erglii&t; 

3bre  lieblicben  ©tbweftern 
<2inb  atlc  berblufet; 

J?ein  SBIumcfcen,  beraanbt  ifyr, 
£ein  liebenbeS  £erj 
©nmebert  if>r  @ei>nen, 

Jpaud)t  Srofl  i&rem  (Sdbmerj. 

Serroaifte!  bu  follft  nid&t 
4?iet  irauern  aUein; 

3So  ruf)n  beine  Srauten, 

©a  fcbtummre  mit  ein. 

©einen  Sldtferfcbmucb  jlrcu’  id) 
3n  gieb’  auf  bie  @ruft 
©einer  3ugenbgefpielen, 

9lun  Ealt,  o()ne  ©uft. 

@o  fdjneU  mog’ t cf)  folgen, 
2Benn  greunbfdjaft  erb(eid)t, 
3ebe§  .ffteinob  ber  Siebe 
Jkrbrocben  ent\r>eid>t. 

2Ber  bie  Sieben  faf)  flic^cn, 

©ie  SEreuen  grub  ein, 

2Bte  modite  ber  bteiben 
3m  Deben  aUein! 


‘2 
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FAREWELL!  — BUT  WHENEVER  YOU  WELCOME 

THE  HOUR. 

Farewell!  — but  whenever  you  welcome  the  hour, 
That  awakens  the  night-song  of  mirth  in  your  bower, 
Then  think  of  the  friend  who  once  welcom'd  it  too. 
And  forgot  his  own  griefs  to  be  happy  with  you. 

His  griefs  may  return,  not  a hope  may  remain 
Of  the  few  that  have  brighten'd  his  pathway  of  pain. 
But  he  ne'er  will  forget  the  short  vision,  that  threw 
Its  enchantment  around  him,  while  ling'ring  with  you. 

And  still  on  that  evening,  when  pleasure  fills  up 
To  the  highest  top  sparkle  each  heart  and  each  cup. 
Where'er  my  path  lies,  be  it  gloomy  or  bright, 

My  soul,  happy  friends,  shall  be  with  you  that  night; 
Shall  join  in  your  revels,  your  sports,  and  your  wiles, 
And  return  to  me,  beaming  all  o'er  with  your  smiles  — 
Too  blest,  if  it  tells  me  that,  'mid  the  gay  cheer 
Some  kind  voice  had  murmur'd,  ,,I  wish  he  were  here!*4 

Let  Fate  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy, 

Bright  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot  destroy; 
Which  come  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care, 
And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  to  wear. 
Long,  long  be  my  heart  with  such  memories  fill'd! 
Like  the  vase,  iu  w hich  roses  have  once  been  distill'd  — 
You  may  break,  you  may  shatter  the  vase,  if  yon  will, 
But  the  scent  of  the  roses  will  hang  round  it  still. 
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nod)  lod)t. 

2ebttt>ol)l!  — bod)  fo  oft  eud  bie  ©tunbe  nod)  ladt, 
JDic  bei  frofjem  ®ef«ng  cud  bereint  in  bcr  9?ad>t/ 

©e§  greunbeS  gebenEt,  ber  einfl  untcr  eud  fad 
Unb,  glucflid  mit  cud),  feinen  Summer  bergad. 

Unb  Eet>rt  aud  ber  ©dmerj,  ob  baS  J£>offen  jerfd^ellt, 
©a§  Earglid  ben  $>fab  it)m  ber  8eiben  erfyeUt, 

SDod  bergidt  er  bie  Eurje  ©efeligung  nie, 

SDie  ber  fteitere  ©ianj  jenet  ©tunben  berliel). 

Unb  ftetl  an  bem  tfbenb,  roenn  fdaumenbe  8uft 
tfuffunEett  im  ©eder,  in  jegtidjer  ©ruft, 

£>b  fern  aud  mein  $)fab  bann,  ob  fdottig,  ob  l)eid: 
SOteine  ©eele  umfdwebt  euren  frof)Iiden  .ftreiS, 
DZimmt  3f)eit  an  bem  3ubel,  bem  ©derj  unb  bem  ®lucE, 
Unb  bringt  mir  eu’r  firal)lenbe§  8ad?eln  juriicE, 

3u  begludt,  menn  nur  Qjiner,  fid  feijnenb  nad  mir, 
3m  3ubel  gefltiflert:  „id  roolit',  er  mar  fyier!" 

25aS  ©efdicf  tf)«'  fein  TfergfleS  — nie  raubt  e$ber©ruft 
25ie  fufen  2id)ttraume  bergangener  Sufi; 

©ie  Eommen  im  ®unEel  ber  9totf)  unb  ber  dual, 
©eijuUt  in  ber  ©eligEeit  roftgen  ©tral)I. 

JD  £erj,  bad  bid  long  fold  Grrinnern  erfiiUt! 

9Bie  bie  ©afe,  bie  Stofenol  fritter  umfjuUt  — 

£)u  magfi  fie  jerbred)en,  ja,  ganjlid  jerfdiettn, 

2)er  0tofenbuft  mirb  nod)  ben  Srummern  entfdwelln. 
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IN  THE  MORNING  OF  LIFE. 

In  the  morning  of  life,  when  itu  cares  are  unknown. 
And  its  pleasures  in  all  their  new  lustre  begin, 

When  we  live  in  a bright-beaming  world  of  our  own, 
And  the  light  that  surrounds  us  is  all  from  within; 

Oh  "t  is  not,  believe  me,  in  that  happy  time 
We  can  love,  as  in  hours  of  less  transport  we  may ; — 

Of  our  smiles,  of  our  hopes,  't  is  the  gay  sunny  prime. 
But  affection  is  truest  when  these  fade  away. 

When  we  see  the  first  glory  of  youth  pass  us  by, 
Like  a leaf  on  the  stream  that  will  never  return; 

When  our  cup,  which  had  sparkled  with  pleasure  so  high, 
First  tastes  of  the  other,  the  dark-flowing  urn; 

Then,  then  is  the  time  when  affection  holds  sway 
With  a depth  and  a tenderness  joy  never  knew; 

Love,  nursed  among  pleasures,  is  faithless  as  they, 
But  the  love  born  of  Sorrow,  like  Sorrow,  is  true. 

In  climes  full  of  sunshine,  though  splendid  the  flowers, 
Their  sighs  have  no  freshness,  their  odour  no  worth; 

'T  is  the  cloud  and  the  mist  of  our  own  Isle  of  showers. 
That  call  the  rich  spirit  of  fragrancy  forth. 

So  it  is  not  ‘mid  splendour,  prosperity,  mirth, 

That  the  depth  of  Love's  generous  spirit  appears: 

To  the  sunshine  of  smiles  it  may  first  owe  its  birth, 
But  the  soul  of  its  sweetness  is  drawn  out  by  tears. 
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Jm  jCcn3e  iTfben©, 

3m  Senje  beg  Sebeng,  non  ©orgen  oerfcbont, 

2Bcmt  ung  fcbmucfet  bet  greuben  ftifibuftigfier  £ran$, 
2Benn  bag  £erj  in  bet  353elt  fcboner  SEraume  nod)  tf>ront, 
Unb  nut  aug  bem  3nnern  ung  firomet  bet  ®lanj: 

D,  glaub  mir,  bag  bann  nicbt  bie  gliicSlidje  SBrufl 
©o  liebt,  alg  in  ©tunben,  bie  meniger  frol);  — 

©ie  gliibet  im  griif)Ud>t  ber  #offnung  unb  Sufi, 

25od)  am  innigfien  liebt  fie,  menn  biefeg  entfloi). 

SBenn  ber  ®lanj  ung  entfcfjmebt,  ber  ben  Senj  ung  erfjeUt, 
SBie  ein  58latt,  bag  fur  immer  entfiibret  ber  ©trom ; 
SDBenn  juerfi  ad» ! ein  bitterer  SEropfen  ung  fallt 
3n  ben  SBedjer,  fonfl  buftenb  ber  greuben  tfrom: 
JDann,  bann  ifl  bie  3cit,  mo  bie  Siebe,  mie  nie, 

©o  tief  unb  fo  innig  burdjbringt  unfer  Jperj; 

2)enn  bie  Sieb’  unter  greuben  ifl  flucfctig  mie  bie, 

®od)  bie  Siebe  im  ©djmerj  ifl  getreu  mie  ber  ©djmerj. 

3n  3onen,  »on  ©onnenfdbein  prangenb  erfullt, 

©inb  buftlog  bie  SBlumen,  tro§  farbiger  $)rad)t-, 
Unfer  (Silanb,  tiefneblicftt  unb  roolfenoerbuUt, 
SBobtgerud'g  lieblicben  gauber  entfadjt. 

Unb  bie  SEiefen  aufopfernber  Siebe  erfdjlfegt 
Jfein  gldnjenber  Jpimmet  in  ®lti<f  unb  in  ©d)erj: 
Unb  ob  fte  bem  fonnigen  Sadjeln  entfpriefit, 

25ie  ©eel’  il>reg  £>ufteg  entlocft  nut  ber  ©djmerj. 
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WHEN  COLD  IN  THE  EARTH. 

When  cold  in  the  earth  lies  the  friend  thou  hast  loved. 
Be  his  faults  and  his  follies  forgot  by  thee  then; 

Or,  if  from  their  slumber  the  veil  be  removed, 

Weep  o'er  them  in  silence,  and  close  it  again. 

And  oh!  if  *t  is  pain  to  remember  how  far 
From  the  pathways  of  light  he  was  tempted  to  roam, 

Be  it  bliss  to  remember  that  thou  wert  the  star 
That  arose  on  his  darkness,  and  guided  him  home. 

From  thee  and  thy  innocent  beauty  first  came 
The  revealings,  that  taught  him  true  love  to  adore, 

To  feel  the  bright  presence,  and  turn  him  with  shame 
From  the  idols  he  blindly  had  knelt  to  before. 

O’er  the  waves  of  a life,  long  benighted  and  wild, 
Thou  earnest,  like  a soft  golden  calm  o'er  the  sea; 

And  if  happiness  purely  and  glowingly  smiled 
On  his  ev'ning  horizon,  the  light  was  from  thee. 

And  tho',  sometimes,  the  shades  of  past  folly  might  rise, 
And  tho'  falsehood  again  would  allure  him  to  stray, 

He  but  turn'd  to  the  glory  that  dwelt  in  those  eyes, 
And  the  folly,  the  falsehood,  soon  vanish'd  away. 

As  the  Priests  of  the  Sun,  when  their  altar  grew  dim, 
At  the  day-beam  alone  could  its  lustre  repair, 

So,  if  virtue  a moment  grew  languid  in  him, 

He  but  flew  to  that  smile  and  rekindled  it  there. 
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Dtflettn  tier  ,/reunfc,  lift!  tm  lubtffi. 

SBenn  bee  greunb  ben  bu  tiebteft,  gefen?et  in’g  ©rab, 
©ebenf  feiner  gebler  unb  £f)or&eiten  niebt; 

Dber,  nimmfl  bu  ben  ©cbleier  ben  fcblummernben  ab 
33emeine  ft'e  fiiU  unb  fd>lte§  miebet  ibn  bit^t. 

Unb  f*merjt  eg  btcf)  ad)  1 ju  gebenfen,  mie  fern 
SSon  ben  ^Pfaben  beg  2td>tg  er  burd&irrte  bie  5Belt, 
Sent  felig,  baf?  bu  ibm  gemefen  ber  ©tern, 

£>er  beint  ibm  geteuebtet,  bie  SKacbt  ii;m  erbeUf. 

©ein  #erj,  beine  ©cbbnbeit,  unfcbulbig  unb  rein, 
Jj?aben  mabrbafte  2ieb’  ibn  nerebren  gelebrt, 

23on  Jpob’rem  burcbgtiibt  ftcf>  befcbdmt  ju  befrein 
S3on  ben  ©ofcen,  bie  blinblingg  er  friiber  nerebrt. 
2tuf  bie  glutb  eineg  2ebeng,  umnad)tet  unb  milb, 
©anfft  bu,  «>ie  fanftgotbene  ©title  aufg  Sfteer; 
Unb  ldd>elte  ©liicB  ibm,  reinftrablenb  unb  mitb 
©einen  TCbenb  nerfldrenb  — non  bit  febien  eg  b«- 

Sraten  oft  aud)  bie  ©diatten  non  ebmatg  bewor, 

£)b  !$borbeit  unb  galfd)beit  ibn  lodfenb  nerfudjt, 

(Sr  fab  nur  jum  ©lanj  beiner  tfugen  empor, 

Unb  SEborbeit  unb  galfcbbcit  ergriffen  bie  gtucfit. 
2Bie  ben  ^rieftern  ber  ©onne,  marb  triib  ibr  2Cltar, 
9lur  bag  Sageggeftirn  mieber  teuebten  ibn  mad)t, 
©o,  menn  im  (Srlbfdben  bie  SEugenb  ibm  mar, 

4?at  ftetg  fie  bein  Sddbeln  non  stteuem  entfadbt. 
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THEE,  THEE,  ONLY  THEE. 

The  dawning  of  mom,  the  daylight's  sinking. 
The  night's  long  hours  still  find  me  thinking 
Of  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

When  friends  are  met,  and  goblets  crown'd, 
And  smiles  are  near,  that  once  enchanted, 
Unreach'd  by  all  that  sunshine  round, 

My  soul,  like  some  dark  spot,  is  haunted 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

Whatever  in  fame's  high  path  could  waken 
My  spirit  once,  is  now  forsaken 
For  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

Like  shores,  by  which  some  headlong  bark 
To  th'  ocean  hurries,  resting  never, 

Life's  scenes  go  by  me,  bright  or  dark, 

I know  not,  heed  not,  hastening  ever 
Tho  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

I have  not  a joy  but  of  thy  bringing, 

And  pain  itself  seems  sweet  when  springing 
From  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

Like  spells,  that  nought  on  earth  can  break, 
Till  lips,  that  know  the  charm,  have  spoken, 
This  heart,  howe'er  the  world  may  wake 
Its  grief,  its  scorn,  can  but  be  broken 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
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]0id),  bid),  nii3t0  bid). 

©a$  ©ammern  beg  9Jtorgen$,  bet  Sag,  fid)  fenEenb, 
©ie  lange  9tad)t  febn  ftetg  mid)  benlenb 
Tin  bid)/  bid),  einjig  bid)- 
Unb  ladjeln  gfteunbe,  perlt  bet  355ein, 

©er  fonfl;  mir  Sufi  inS  Jperj  gefunEelt  — 
SSetfd)lofTen  all  bent  ©onnenfebein, 

2Birb  geiflerljaft  mein  #erj  burcbbunBelt 
58on  bit,  bit,  einjig  bit. 

2BaS  je  meiner  ©eele  SRubmeSjlreben 
©eweeft,  ifl  alleS  aufgegeben 

giir  bid),  bid),  einjig  bid). 

3Bie  ©dviffen,  meerroartS  febiefenb  fdjnell, 

33orbei  bet  ©tranb  eilt,  nimmer  rafienb/ 

©o  mir  bie  SEBelt  — ob  bunEel,  bed/ 

9lid)t  meifi  id),  ad>t'  id)  — immer  b«fienb 
3u  bir,  bit,  einjig  bit. 

3d)  babe  nut  ©liitf,  ba§  bu  gebradbt  mit, 

©elbjl  ©dbntetj  biinEt  fiif?  mid),  roenn  entfad)t  mit 
83on  bir,  bit,  einjig  bir. 

©en  3aubern  gleid),  bie  Seiner  brid)t, 

S3iS  Eunb’ge  Sippen  fte  befpreeben, 

3fl  biefeg  Jperj  — umbrdngt  eg  bid)t 
Hud)  ©ram  unb  ©roll  — aUein  ju  bred)en 
©utd)  bidj,  bid)/  einjig  bid). 
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AS  VANQUISH’D  ERIN. 

As  vanquish'd  Erin  wept  beside 
The  Boyne’s  ill-fated  river, 

She  saw  where  Discord,  in  the  tide, 

Had  dropp'd  his  loaded  quiver. 

„Lie  hid,“  she  cried,  ,,ye  venom'd  darts, 

,, Where  mortal  eye  may  shun  you; 

„Lie  hid  — the  stain  of  manly  hearts, 

„That  bled  for  me,  is  ou  you.“ 

But  vain  her  wish,  her  weeping  vain,  — 

As  time  too  well  hath  taught  her  — 

Each  year  the  Fiend  returns  again, 

And  dives  into  that  water; 

And  brings,  triumphant,  from  beneath 
His  shafts  of  desolation, 

And  sends  them,  wing'd  with  worse  than  death, 
Trough  all  her  madd'niug  nation. 

Alas  for  her  who  sits  and  mourns, 

Ev'n  now,  beside  that  river  — 

Unwearied  still  the  Fiend  returns, 

And  stored  is  still  his  quiver. 

,,When  will  this  end,  ye  Powers  of  Good?“ 
She  weeping  asks  for  ever; 

But  only  hears,  from  out  that  flood, 

The  Demon  answer,  „Never!“ 
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£U»  <£rin  tneint. 

2£lt>  ©tin  weint’,  in’6  3»o*  gebannt, 

2tm  SBopne,  bem  unfteilooUen, 

Unb  bort  oerfenft  ben  Jtocfcer  fanb 
2)er  3tt>ietrad&ty  ben  pfeilooUen: 
„Jj?ier",  rief  eS,  „gift’ge  spfeile,  rufjt, 
„gur  ewig  f)ier  toerftetft  eu*! 

„2)er  braefien  SDtannerfjerjen  SBtut, 

„gur  mi*  perfpri^t,  beflecft  eu*." 

* i 

2)o*  eitel  glebn  unb  SEBeinen  war  — • 
9^0*  oft  foUt’  ©rin  bluten  — 

2)ie  geinbtn  febrt  mit  jebem  Sa&r 
Unb  taudjt  in  jene  gtuttyen; 

Unb  im  Sriumpt)  nom  ®runb  fie  bringt 
2)ie  ^Jfeite  ber  3$erf)eerung 
Unb  f*i<ft  fie,  mef)r  al6  &ob*bef*wingt, 
Sn  ©rin’$  ©tamjerfiorung. 

Unb  a* ! no*  immer,  leibPerjefjrt, 

2Beint  ©tin  am  ©eftabe; 

97o*  immer  ooUen  £d*etS  tef)rt 
2)ie  geinbin  of)ne  ©nabe. 

„2Bann  enbet  bieS,  if>r  ©otter  gut?" 

^ragt  ©tin  wefnenb  immer, 

2)o*  l)ort  altein  aul  jener  §lut& 

2)e$  2)dmon3  Entwort:  dimmer!" 
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I WISH  I WAS  BY  THAT  DIM  LAKE. 

I wish  I was  by  that  dim  Lake,6) 

Where  sinful  souls  their  farewell  take 
Of  this  vain  world,  and  half-way  lie 
In  death's  cold  shadow,  ere  they  die. 

There,  there,  far  from  thee, 

Deceitful  world,  my  home  should  be ; 

Where,  come  what  might  of  gloom  and  pain, 
False  hope  should  ne'er  deceive  again. 

» 

The  lifeless  sky,  the  mournful  sound 
Of  unseen  waters  falling  round  ; 

The  dry  leaves,  quiv'ring  o’er  my  head, 

Like  man,  unquiet  ev'n  when  dead! 

These,  ay,  these  shall  wean 
My  soul  from  life's  deluding  scene. 

And  turn  each  thought,  o'ercharged  with  gloom. 
Like  willows,  downward  tow'rds  the  tomb. 

As  they,  who  to  their  couch  at  night 
Would  win  repose,  first  quench  the  light, 

So  must  the  hopes,  that  keep  this  breast 
Awake,  be  quench’d,  ere  it  can  rest. 

Cold,  cold,  this  heart  must  grow, 

Unmoved  by  either  joy  or  woe, 

Like  freezing  fouuts,  where  all  that 's  thrown 
Within  their  current  turns  to  stone. 
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0!  rul)t'  td)  an  )rm  founkfln 

£)!  rubt’  id)  an  bem  bunEeln  (See,6) 

2Bo  mand)eg  Jjms,  noli  (Scbulb  unb  2Bet), 
(Sntfagt  bee  SBelt,  fd>on  nor  bem  3ob 
33om  3!obeifd)atten  Ealt  umbrof)t. 

SDort,  bort,  fern  non  bir, 

3Bdr’,  arge  2Selt,bie  Jpeimatl)  mir, 

3Bo  trdf  aud)  8eib  mid),  nod)  fo  fcfciner, 
.Rein  3?offen  falfcf)  micf)  tdufd)te  meljr. 

£>ie  tobte  8uft,  ber  bumpfe  ©djall 
23on  unfid)tbarcr  2Baffer  gaU, 

®ag  biirre  8aub,  bag  jitternb  Ereift, 

2Sie  rubelofet  £obten  @eifi: 

£)ieg,  biel  entmobne  balb 
SfJtein  Jperj  beg  gebengsSSruggeflalt, 

2)ag  all  mein  JDenEen,  grambefdnnert, 
®leid?  9Beiben,  tief  sur  ®ruft  fid)  Ee&rt. 

SDBer  Stube  nad)  beg  SEagg  ®ett>id)t 
3>m  ©cblummer  fud)t,  lofd)t  erfi  bag  8id)t; 
@o  mug  mein  4?offen  all  in  9tad)t 
(Srfi  finEen,  el)’  mir  Sftube  lad)t. 

£alt,  Ealt  werbe,  ^>erj! 

S3on  greuben  ungertibrt  unb  ©cbmerj, 
©leid)  eifgen  Q.uellen,  brin  nerfleint, 

2Sag  ibren  2BeUen  fid)  nereint. 
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SHE  SUNG  OF  LOVE* 

She  sting  of  Love,  while  o'er  her  lyre 
The  rosy  rays  of  evening  fell, 

As  if  to  feed  with  their  soft  fire 
The  soul  within  that  trembling  shell. 

The  same  rich  light  hung  o'er  her  cheek. 
And  play'd  around  those  lips  that  sung 

And  spoke,  as  flowers  would  sing  and  speak, 
If  Love  could  lend  their  leaves  a tongue. 

But  soon  the  West  no  longer  burn'd, 

Each  rosy  ray  from  heav'n  withdrew; 

And,  when  to  gaze  again  I turn'd, 

The  minstrel's  form  seem'd  fading  too. 

As  if  her  light  and  heav'n's  were  one. 

The  glory  all  had  left  that  frame; 

And  from  her  glimmering  lips  the  tone. 

As  from  a parting  spirit,  came. 

Who  ever  loved,  but  had  the  thought 
That  he  and  all  he  loved  must  part? 

Fill'd  with  this  fear,  I flew  and  caught 
The  fading  image  to  my  heart  — 

And  cried,  „0h  Love!  is  this  thy  doom? 

„0h  light  of  youth's  resplendent  day! 

,,Must  ye  then  lose  your  goldeu  bloom, 

„And  thus,  like  sunshine,  die  away?“ 
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fang  non  fitbe, 

©ie  fang  non  8iebe;  roftg  ftel 
2luf  if>rc  fie^er  2£benbgluben, 

2 CIS  woUt’S  iJ>r  jitternb  weidjeS  ©piel 
9Jlit  feiner  milben  ®lutb  burcbfpruben; 
SDie  ©trablen  foften  ibrer  2Bang’ 

Unb  fpielten  um  be§  SJJlunbeS  Stofen, 

SBon  benen  fiifeS  ©ingen  Slang, 

SDBte  tongeraorb’neS  SBlumenfofert 

®od>  mat  ber  SCBefl  oerglommen  balb, 

Unb  mit  be£  rofgen  CicbtS  (Sntfarben 
©cbien  and)  ber  ©angerin  ©eftalt 
3u  ubcrfd>attcn  gleidjeS  ©terben. 

2116  n>ar’  ibr  8id)t  unb  jened  eini, 

2Bar  aU  ber  ®lanj  toon  ibr  gef<b*ounben ; 
S3on  ibren  Sippen,  blaffen  ©d>ein6, 
(Srflang’S  »oie  @rufj  in  ©terbefiunben. 

SOBer  bat  gelicbt  unb  bangte  me, 

2)afi  all  fein  8iebfte6  ibm  entmeidje  ? 
33oU  biefer  2Cngft  fcbnell  jog  idj  fte 
Sefl  an  mein  £erj,  bie  Sobtenbleidte, 

Unb  rief:  „£)  8iebe!  bie6  bein  Soo6V 
D ©lanj  toon  bem  bie  Sugenb  trunfen! 
5Dluft  ibr  toergeben  ftrablenloS, 

SOBie  ©onnenfcbein  in  8?acbt  toerfunfen? 
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ALONE  IN  CROWDS  TO  WANDER  ON. 

Alone  in  crowds  to  wander  on, 

And  feel  that  all  the  charm  is  gone 

Which  voices  dear  and  eyes  beloved 

Shed  round  ns  once,  where’er  we  roved  — 

This,  this  the  doom  must  be 

Of  all  who  've  loved,  and  lived  to  see 

The  few  bright  things  they  thought  would  stay 

For  ever  near  them,  die  away. 

Tho'  fairer  forms  around  us  throng. 

Their  smiles  to  others  all  belong, 

And  want  that  charm  which  dwells  alone 
Ilouud  those  the  fond  heart  calls  its  own. 
Where,  where  the  sunny  brow? 

The  long-known  voice  — where  are  they  now? 
Thus  ask  1 still,  nor  ask  in  vain, 

The  silence  answers  all  too  plain. 

Oh,  what  is  Fancy’s  magic  worth, 

If  all  her  art  can  not  call  forth 
One  bliss  like  those  we  felt  of  old 
From  lips  now  mute,  and  eyes  now  cold? 

No,  no,  — her  spell  is  vain,  — 

As  soou  could  she  bring  back  again 
Those  eyes  themselves  from  out  the  grave, 

As  wake  again  one  bliss  they  gave. 
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HJfriaflfn  |id)n  im  .ittenfdjenfdjnjarm* 

33erlaffen  ftef>n  tm  Sttenfdbenftbmarm, 

2ltt  attem  Ijolben  gauber  arm, 

2)cr  einfl  auS  fuger  tfugen  9?acbt, 

S3on  lieben  Sippen  mt$  gelacfit  — 
jDtc§,  bieS  ifl  2CHcr  800S, 

®ic  ctnfl  geliebt,  unb  rettunggtoS 
#inmetfen  fal)n  bie  Cicbtgefiatfen, 

2>ie  emig  fte  geroabnt  ju  batten. 

Slubt  rings  audj  reidfjftet  ©dfjonbeit  jfrans, 
®ilt  2lnbern  all  fein  Sa^clgtans; 

®er  3auber  feblt,  ber  SDie  umgiebt 
Tflletn,  bic  treu  baS  Jperj  geliebt. 

£>!  ©tirn,  fo  fonnig  frob, 

3Du  ©timme  lieb’,  mo  feib  ibr,  mo? 

2(uf  all  mein  ftragen,  fef)nenb  bringtidj, 

2)aS  ©cbmeigen  fpric&t : „Unmieberbringlidb!" 

C!  maS  iff  Jtraft  ber  spbantafte, 

SBenn  Seiner  ©tunbe  ©egcn  fte 
2)er  fdfjonen  3eit  unS  bringt  jurAcS, 

2£tS  marm  bie  Sippe,  bell  ber  93lidB? 
sjlein,  nein  — fte  Sann  e§  nidjt! 

©o  leidjt  ermecfte  fte  jum  Sidjt 
®ie  tfugen  felbfl  auS  ©rabeSgrunbe, 

211$  ibre$  3auber$  eine  ©tunbe! 
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OH!  ARRANMORE,  LOVED  ARRANMORE, 

Oh  ! Arranmore,  loved  Arranmore, 
llow  oft  1 dream  of  thee, 

And  of  those  days  when,  by  thy  shore, 

I wander’d  young  and  free. 

Full  many  a path  I 've  tried,  since  then. 
Through  pleasure’s  flowery  maze, 

But  ne'er  could  And  the  bliss  again 
I felt  in  those  sweet  days. 

llow  blithe  upon  thy  breezy  cliffs 
At  sunny  morn  I ’ve  stood, 

With  heart  as  bounding  as  the  skiffs 
That  danced  along  thy  flood; 

Or,  when  the  western  wave  grew  bright 
With  daylight's  parting  wing, 

Have  sought  that  Eden  in  its  light 
W'hich  dreaming  poets  Bing;  — ?) 

That  Eden  where  th'  immortal  brave 
Dwell  in  a land  serene,  — 

Whose  bow’rs  beyond  the  shining  wave. 

At  sunset,  oft  are  seen. 

Ah  dream  to  full  of  sadd'ning  truth! 

Those  mansions  o'er  the  main 
Are  like  the  hopes  I built  in  youth,  — 

As  sunny  and  as  vain! 
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JUranmirr*,  flfliebto  #tranb. 

£>!  2Crranmore,  getiebter  (Stranb, 

SBie  oft  gebenft  bie  SBruft 
2)ec  3eit,  bie  bort  mid)  manbern  fanb 
Sn  frcier  Sugenbluft! 

©eitbem  burtftfcbmarmt’  id>  meit  unb  breit 
2)e«>  8ebeng  SBliitljenflor, 

®ocb  fletg  alg  reinfie  ©etigfeit 
JTaudfjt  jene  3eit  empor. 

S8ie  jubelnb  frof)  auf  tuft’gem  Stiff 
©tanb  id)  im  SKorgenglanj! 

SJtein  £erj,  eg  f)upfte,  roje  bftg 
2fuf  beiner  $lutf)  im  San*. 

2Benn  2(benbS  fern  auf  SOleer  unb  23u$t 
2)er  ?>urpurfcbtmmer  fanf, 

^>ab’  id)  bag  gben  bort  gefud)t, 

®en  Sraum  im  $Did)terfang;  — ?) 

2) ag  Canb,  mo  Sfrieben,  emig  rein 
Selofjnt  ben  Jpelbentob  — 

35ag  buftig  ob  ber  SBogen  ©d)ein 
@rglan,\t  im  tfbenbrotf). 

£)  STraum,  mie  maljr  unb  Eummerfcfjmer! 
97tein  3ugenbf)offen  gteic^t 

3) em  buffgen  (Sben  ob  bem  SOteer  — 

©o  lidfyt  unb  unerreid)t. 


3* 
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WHEN  HE,  WHO  ADORES  THEE. 

When  he,  who  adores  thee,  has  left  lint  the  name 
Of  his  fault  and  his  sorrows  behind, 

Oh!  say  wilt  thou  weep,  when  they  darken  the  fame 
Of  a life  that  for  thee  was  resign'd? 

Yes,  weep,  and  however  my  foes  may  condemn, 

Thy  tears  shall  efface  their  decree ; 

For  Heaven  can  witness,  though  guilty  to  them, 

I have  been  but  too  faith  ful  to  thee. 


With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  ray  earliest  love; 

Every  thought  of  my  reason  was  thine; 

In  my  last  humble  prayer  to  the  Spirit  above. 

Thy  name  shall  be  mingled  with  mine. 

Oh!  blest  are  the  lovers  and  friends  who  shall  live 
The  days  of  thy  glory  to  see; 

But  the  next  dearest  blessing  that  Heaven  can  give 
Is  the  pride  of  thus  dying  for  thee. 
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Wrfc  ti)tt/  fat  fcid)  iicbt, 

2Birb  iljn,  bee  bid)  liebt,  nur  ber  SRuf  iiberleben 
S3on  aU  feinem  ge^Ien  unb  Ceib, 

£>!  fpricb,  millft  bu  meinen,  menn  geinbe  ein  8eben 
33erlaflern,  bag  bir  mar  gcmeif)t? 

3a,  meine!  mie  tief  i!)r  23erbammen  mid)  beuge, 

Seine.  Stjtanen  entfiinbigen  mid): 
jDenn,ob  falfd)  gegen  fie,marid>— ©ottifimein^eugel— 
9lur  allju  getreu  gegen  bid). 


3ttit  bir  jog  ber  Sraum  meiner  frufjeften  8iebe, 

2CU  mein  <Sinnen  unb  SenBen  mar  bein; 

9tod)  im  lenten  ©ebete  jum  ©eifle  ber  Siebe 
2Birb  bir  meine  (Seele  ftd)  meibn. 

D,  felig  bie  Iiebenben  Sfreunbe,  bie  leben. 

Sen  Sag  beineg  3tui)meg  ju  fel)n! 

Sod)  ber  jmeitfc&onfte  $>reig,  ben  ber  Jpimmel  fann  geben, 
3ft  ber  ©tolj : fur  bid)  unterjugetjn ! 


Digitized  by  Google 


38 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH  TARA’S  HALLS. 

The  harp  that  once  through  Tara's  halls 
The  soul  of  music  shed, 

Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara's  walls. 

As  if  that  soul  were  fled.  — 

So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days, 

So  glory '8  thrill  is  o'er, 

And  hearts,  that  once  beat  high  for  praise. 

Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 


No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 
The  harp  of  Tara  swells ; 

The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night, 
Its  tale  of  ruiu  tells. 

Thus  Freedom  now  so  seldom  wakes, 
The  only  throb  she  gives, 

Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks, 
To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


* 
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jPtf  fcie  fcur^  ®ara 

£ie  Jjjarfe,  bie  bur*  Sara  gof 
(Sinft  feetenooUen  Son, 

Jpangt  je|t  fo  fhimm  in  Sara'S  ©*lof, 
2HS  roar'  i&r  ©eifl  entflobn.  — 
jDer  ©tolj  ber  fruljern  Sage  fdbiuanb, 
<51  ftarb  beS  SRufjraeS  ©*att, 

Unb  #erjen,  glubenb  einfi  entbrannt 
gur  Stubm  — fie  ruf)en  aU. 


9ti*t  gurflen  mebr  unb  ftraun  erftingt 
Sn  Sara  £arfenf<baU; 

JDie  ©aite  nur,  bie  SKacbtS  jerfpringt, 
©eUt  Sara'S  Srummerfatt. 

©o  f*laft  au*  fe|i  bie  greifjeit  lt*t 
Unb  jucfenb  nur  erbebt, 

3Benn  flolj  ein  £erj  im  £otne  bri*t, 
83erBiinbenb,  bajj  fte  lebt. 
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LET  ERIN  REMEMBER  THE  DAYS  OF  OLD. 

Led  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old. 

Ere  her  faithless  sons  betray'd  her; 

When  Malachi  wore  the  collar  of  gold, 8) 

Which  he  won  from  her  proud  invader, 

When  her  kings,  with  standard  of  green  unfurl'd. 
Led  the  Red-Branch  Knights  to  danger;  9)  — 
Ere  the  emerald  gem  of  the  western  world 
Was  set  in  the  crown  of  a stranger. 


On  Longh  Neagh's  bank  as  the  fisherman  strays. 
When  the  clear  cold  eve 's  declining, 

He  sees  the  round  towers  of  other  days 
In  the  wave  beneath  him  shining; 

Thus  shall  memory  often,  in  dreams  sublime. 
Catch  a glimpse  of  the  days  that  are  over; 
Thus,  sighing,  look  trough  the  waves  of  time 
For  the  long- faded  glories  they  cover.  i°) 
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<$!  tfritt,  fei  fruljmr  getenk. 

£>!  @rin,  fei  friifjerer  3eiten  gebenf, 
gi)  33erratl)  beine  ©ofyne  gefonnen; 

TUB  SUtaladji  trug  boS  golb’ne  ®ei)en£,8) 

S3om  floljcn  geinbe  gen>onnen; 

bcr  j?onig  mit  griiner  gatyn’  in’6  getb 
SDtit  ben  3totf)arm=3ttttern  riidte,9) 
gl)  nod)  ber  ©maragb  ber  toeftlidben  SBett 
SDie  .Krone  bee>  gremblingil  fdjmudte. 


2Cn  fiougf)  Sfoagfj’g  ©tranb'  oft  gifdjet  irn  j?af)n, 
3>n  Blarer  2£benbftunbe, 

2)te  runben  SStjurme  ber  93orjeit  faljn 
grglanjen  im  SEfteereSgrunbe. 

©o  wirb  einen  ©tral)l  ber  S3ergangenl)eit 
Unfer  traumenb  grinnern  entbeden 
Unb  fefynenb  oft  fdjaun  burdj  bie  2Bogen  ber  3eit 
9lad)  ben  Sriimmern  be$  3iuf)m6,  bie  fte  beden.‘°) 
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BELIEVE  ME,  IF  ALL  THOSE  ENDEARING  YOUNG 

CHARMS. 

Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms. 
Which  I gaze  on  so  fondly  to-day, 

Were  to  change  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  my  arms, 
Like  fairy-gifts  fading  away, 

Thoa  wouldst  still  be  ador'd,  as  this  moment  thon  art, 
Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  it  will, 

And  around  the  dear  ruin  each  wish  of  my  heart 
Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still. 


Jt  is  not  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thine  own. 
And  thy  cheeks  unprofan'd  by  a tear, 

That  the  fervour  and  faith  of  a soul  can  be  known. 
To  which  time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear; 
No,  the  heart  that  has  truly  lov'd  never  forgets. 
But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  close, 

As  the  sun-flower  turns  on  her  god,  when  he  sets. 
The  same  look  which  she  turn'd  when  he  rose. 
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filttub',  0b  bie  fo  bufK# 

unb  tcarm. 

£)!  glaub’,  ob  bie  Steije  fo  buftig  unb  warm, 

SDlir  fyeute  noA  ladbelnb  fo  Ijolb, 

<Srf)on  SOtorgen  t>erblul)ten,  mir  fAwanben  im  2Crm, 
2Bie  ber  (Stfen  jerrinnenbeS  ®olb: 

Untoanbelbar  bleibet  mein  2iebe8ergluf)n, 

£)b  bteiA  auA  bein  3auber  entmanft, 

Unb  jegtid^er  SEBunfA  mciner  ©eete  noA  grun 
Um  bie  liebe  Sftuine  ftA  ranft. 


wafjrenb  noA  Sugenb  unb  ©Aon f>eit  bir  Muf)t, 
•fteine  SSArane  bie  SOBangen  entweif)t, 

SBirb  erfannt,  raie  treuinnig  ein  fur  biA  glubt, 
®em  nur  tfoeurer  biA  maAet  bie  3eit; 

SDBer  roaf)t  geliebt,  bait  noA  im  ©terben  umfajjt, 

SOB  a$  innig  in’S  Jperj  ft  A if)nt  wob, 

SBSie  jut  ©onne,  ob  fleigenb,  ob  ftnEenb  jur  Staff, 

©iA  wenbet  ber  Jpeliotrop. 
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IT  IS  NOT  THE  TEAR  AT  THIS  MOMENT 

SHED. 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  shed, 

"When  the  cold  turf  has  jnst  been  laid  o'er  him, 
That  can  tell  how  belov'd  was  the  friend  that's  fled. 
Or  how  deep  in  our  hearts  we  deplore  him. 

'T  is  the  tear,  thro'  many  a long  day  wept, 

'T  is  life's  whole  path  o'ershaded; 

’T  is  the  one  remembrance,  fondly  kept, 

When  all  lighter  griefs  have  faded. 


Thus  his  memory,  like  some  holy  light, 

Kept  alive  in  our  hearts,  will  improve  them, 

For  worth  shall  look  fairer,  and  truth  more  bright. 
When  we  think  how  he  liv'd  but  to  love  them. 
And,  as  fresher  flowers  the  sod  perfume 
Where  buried  saints  are  lying, 

So  our  hearts  shall  borrow  a sweet'ning  bloom 
From  the  image  he  left  there  in  dying! 
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fete  ®ljr dne,  gnomet  trn  f)«irl>ets 
4tt0m?nt. 

SJtidit  bie  S^rane,  geioeinet  im  Ijerben  SDtoment, 
SBann  eben  bag  ©rab  if)n  umfd>auert, 

JJum  uerlorenen  *?reunbe  bie  Siebe  be?ennt, 

9tod>  n>ie  tief  unfer  Jperj  ifjn  betrauert; 

9?ein,  bie  Sbrane,  geroeinet  mand)  lange  Sflaci&t, 

2)er  ©dja tten  ob  all  unfern  SEagen, 

25ag  eine  ©ebenfen,  jdrtlid)  be«md)t, 

SB3enn  geftillt  aUe  leidjteren  JUagen. 


©o  roirb  fein  ©ebud&tnifj,  im  Jjperjen  genabrt, 

3ur  tterebelnben  glamme  noil  .Klarbeitj 
25enn  ^>etligcr^  n>eil  fie  fein  Ceben  nerJlart, 

2Birb  bie  SEugenb  ung  fein  unb  bie  2Baf)ri)eit 
Unb  tt>ie  frifdjcre  SBlumen  umbuften  bie  ©ruft, 

2Bo  ein  ^eil’ger  fein  irbifd&eg  ©tiicB  lief, 

©o  gieft  ft'd)  um’g  #erj  ung  ber  ©lanj  unb  ber  25uft 
©eineg  23ilbeg,  bag  bort  er  juriitf  lief. 
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THE  MINSTREL-BOY. 

The  Minstrel-Boy  to  the  war  is  gone, 

In  the  ranks  of  death  you  *11  find  him; 

His  father’s  sword  he  has  girded  on, 

And  his  wild  harp  slung  behind  him.  — 
„Land  of  song !“  said  the  warrior-bard, 
„Tho*  all  the  world  betrays  thee, 

„0ne  sword,  at  least,  thy  rights  shall  guard, 
„0ne  faithful  harp  shall  praise  thee !“ 


The  Minstrel  fell!  — but  the  foeman's  chain 
Could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under; 

The  harp  he  lov'd  ne'er  spoke  again. 

For  he  tore  its  chords  asunder; 

And  said,  „No  chains  shall  sully  thee, 

„Thon  soul  of  love  and  bravery ! 

„Thy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free, 
,,They  shall  never  sound  in  slavery.44 
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SDer  ©angerfnabe  jog  aug  jum  ©treit, 
2)eg  &obeg  Steifj’n  ju  fdimucfen, 

SDeg  SBaterl  ©d)tt>ert  an  bet  linfen  ©eit”, 
Unb  bie  ttnlbe  £arf  im  StiicEen.  — 

„£)  2anb  bet  Sieber!"  bet  ©anger  fpridjt, 
„£)b  Sebet  bit  ^oi)n  ern?eifet, 

*<gin  treueg  ©d)«>ert  bein  3ted)t  t>erftd>t, 
,/Gsin  ^atfenfpiel  bid)  yreifet!" 


<St  ftel!  — both  macbte  beg  3?*inbeg  ©jeg 
©ein  floljeg  #erj  nut  freiet; 

©ein  Jgmrfenfpiel  fur  immet  fdjioieg, 

2)enn  bie  ©aiten  rig  entjwei  et 
Unb  fpta$:  „.£ein  3ocb  foil  bid)  entroei&'n, 
„;Du  D.ueU  beg  9)tutl)g,  beg  ©<#onen! 
„®u  Elangfi  ben  (Sbeln  nut  unb  grei’n, 
„©oUfi  nie  in  £ned)tf<§aft  tonen!" 
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WHENE’ER  I SEE  THOSE  SMILING  EYES. 

Whene'er  I see  those  smiling  eyes, 

So  full  of  hope,  and  joy,  and  light. 

As  if  no  cloud  could  ever  rise, 

To  dim  a heav'n  so  purely  bright  — 

I sigh  to  think  how  soon  that  brow 
In  grief  may  lose  its  every  ray, 

And  that  light  heart,  so  joyous  now, 

Almost  forget  it  once  was  gay. 


For  time  will  come  with  all  its  blights, 
The  ruined  hope,  the  friend  unkind, 

And  love,  that  leaves,  w-here'er  it  lights, 
A chill'd  or  burning  heart  behind:  — 
While  youth,  that  now  like  snowr  appears, 
Ere  sullied  by  the  dark'ning  rain, 

When  once 't  is  touch'd  by  sorrow's  tears 
Can  never  shine  so  bright  again. 
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UPfitn  fold)  fiti  «5tufl7  id)  |fra!)Unprad)ti0. 

3Bcnn  folc^  cin  2Cug’ idj  firablenprftdjtig, 

©o  freubig  boffenb  lac&eln  feb’, 

3£ll  Eonnte  Bein  ©emitter  naebtig 
©o  Blaren  Jjj>immel  triiben  jjc:  — 

SDBie  balb  bie  ©tirn  wobl  — benE’  i<b  trauernb  — 
3m  ©rant  ibr  Eiibnel  Seudbten  mifjt, 

JDtel  bcit’re  Jjberj,  fo  jubetfebauernb, 

2)afj  einft  el  frob  war,  faft  bergijjt! 


©§  Eommt  bie  3eit  mit  aU  ben  ©tbmerjen, 
3erfd)elltem  #offen,  Sfreunbeltudr 
Unb  Siebe,  bie  in  jebem  4?erjen 
9?ur  SBranb  lafit  obet  grofl  jurucE:  — 

®er  Sugenb,  — bie  gleidb  ©dfonee  je$t  fdjeinct, 
©b’  triiber  Stegen  ibn  betbirbt,  — 

SBenn  einmal  ©rant  auf  fie  geweinet, 
gut  eibig  jenet  ©lanj  erfiirbt. 
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SAIL  ON,  SAIL  ON. 

Sail  on,  sail  on,  thon  fearless  bark  — 
Wherever  blows  the  welcome  wind. 

It  cannot  lead  to  scenes  more  dark. 

More  sad  than  those  we  leave  behind. 

Each  wave  that  passes  seems  to  say, 

,, Though  death  beneath  our  smile  may  be, 
„Less  cold  we  are,  less  false  than  they, 
„Wrhose  smiling  wreck'd  thy  hopes  and  thee.“ 


Sail  on,  sail  on,  — throngh  endless  space  — 
Through  calm  — through  tempest  — stop  no  more: 
The  stormiest  sea 's  a resting  place 
To  him  who  leaves  snch  hearts  on  shore. 

Or  — if  some  desert  land  we  meet. 

Where  never  yet  false-hearted  men 
Profaned  a world,  that  else  were  sweet,  — 

Then  rest  thee,  bark,  but  not  till  then. 
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311,  faljr  311. 

S?af)r  ju,  fatjr  ju,  mein  ©dnff  boU  Sttutl)  — 
2Bof)in  bet  giinjVge  2Binb  unS  treibt, 
SRidjtS  SftdcbtigtrubreS  birgt  bie  3?lurb, 

2HS  roaS  unS  je§t  im  SRudPen  bleibt. 

Unb  iebe  28elle  troftenb  fpri<fct : 

„£)b  unfet  8a<beln  boUer  &rug, 

„25oc!)  Balt  unb  falfdb  roie  jeneS  nidbt, 
„2)a$  all  bein  ©lucf  in  drummer  fdjlug." 


^abr  &u,  burdfj’S  mcite  Sfleer,  faf>r  ju  — 

SDutcb  ©tide  — ©tut me  — nut  Bein  Canb:  — 
3m  milbjien  ©turme  finbet  Stub, 

2Ber  folcbe  J&erjen  laft  am  ©tcanb. 

2Do(b  — menu  wit  eine  SBufT  entbecBt, 

SDBo  nie  ba$  fonft  fo  reine  Cidjt 
SDer  23elt  bur<b  SDtenfdjentrug  befledBt  — 
SDann  anBrc,  ©<biff,  bodj  frufjct  nicbt- 


4* 


Digitized  by  Google 


52 


OH  BANQUET  NOT. 

Oh  banquet  not  in  those  shining  bowers. 
Where  Youth  resorts,  but  come  to  me: 
For  mine  "s  a garden  of  faded  flowers, 
More  fit  for  sorrow,  for  age,  and  thee. 
And  there  we  shall  hare  our  feast  of  tears. 
And  many  a cup  in  silence  pour; 

Our  guests,  the  shades  of  former  years, 

Our  toasts,  to  lips  that  bloom  no  more. 


There,  while  the  myrtle's  withering  bonghs 
Their  lifeless  leaves  around  us  shed. 

We  'll  brim  the  bowl  to  broken  vows, 

To  friends  long  lost,  the  changed,  the  dead. 
Or,  while  some  blighted  laurel  w'aves 
Its  branches  o'er  the  dreary  spot, 

We  'll  drink  to  those  neglected  graves, 

Where  valour  sleeps,  unnamed,  forgot. 
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irink  ni^t  in  imft'ger  jfauben  &rijnit. 

£),  trint  nid&t  in  buft’ge*  Cauben  ©d6ein, 

2Bo  Sugenb  iubelt,  bod)  Eomm  ju  mir: 

(Sin  ©arten  boll  welter  S3lumen  tft  mein, 

SOtefjr  jiemenb  bent  ©ram,  bem  2lUer  unb  bir. 
2)ort  feiern  wit  unfer  Sfyrdnenfefi 
Unb  trinfen  un$  fd&weigenb  ben  SSedfjer  ju, 

®ie  ©dmtten  bergang’ner  al$  ®afT, 

Unb  Stppen  fegnettb,  bie  langft  jut  3tuf)\ 


25ort,  rodljrenb  bie  9Kt)rt’  unS  welt  umlaubf, 
©ei  unfer  SBec&er  gebrocb’ncm  (Sib, 

£)en  ^reunben,  bie  tang’  un«>  ber  Sob  geraubt, 
2)en  gernen,  ben  Jfattgeworb’nen  geweiljt, 
Unb  ad) ! bom  Sorbeer  uberbac^t, 

(Srfiorben  bebenb  im  SEBinbe  bang, 

©ei  all  ber  berlaffnen  ©rdber  gebad)t, 

SDBo  Jpelben  fdjlummern,  bergeffen  lang. 
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FORGET  NOT  THE  FIELD. 

Forget  not  the  field  where  they  perish'd, 

The  truest,  the  last  of  the  brave, 

All  gone  — and  the  bright  hope  we  cherish'd 
Gone  with  them,  and  quench'd  in  their  grave! 

Oh ! could  we  from  death  but  recover 
Those  hearts  as  they  bounded  before, 

In  the  face  of  high  heav'n  to  fight  over 
That  combat  for  freedom  once  more;  — 

Could  the  chain  for  an  instant  be  riven 
Which  Tyranny  flung  round  us  then, 

No,  't  is  not  in  Man,  nor  in  Heaven, 

To  let  Tyranny  bind  it  again! 

But 't  is  past  — and,  tho'  blazon'd  in  story 
The  name  of  our  Victor  may  be, 

Accurst  is  the  march  of  that  glory 
Which  tread's  o'er  the  hearts  of  the  free. 

Far  dearer  the  grave  or  the  prison, 

Illumed  by  one  patriot  name, 

Than  the  trophies  of  all,  who  have  risen 
On  Liberty's  ruins  to  fame. 
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VevQcfit  nid)t  fcas  ,/eltr. 

$3ergefit  nid)t  bag  gelb,  mo  bie  23raoen, 

®ie  lenten,  bic  treuflen  gefall’n, 
iDlit  ifjnen  fitt  immer  entfd)Iafen 
Unfcr  ^)offen,  bag  Ie$te  bon  aU’n! 

TCd)!  Jonnten  bie  #erjen,  bie  mutf>’gen, 

9lod)  einmal  beg  Cidjtg  fid)  erfreu’n, 

,3m  tfngeftd)t  ©otteg  ben  btut’gen 
SSefceiunggBampf  mieber  erneu’n;  — 

<Sinen  tfugenblicf  fcei  nur  ber  SBanbe, 

Srin  j?ned)tfd)aft  ung  fd)lug  an  bem  £ag ! — 
3?id)t  ber  SDlenfd)  unb  nidjt  ©ott  war’  im  ©tanbe, 
Ung  mieber  $u  fiurjen  in  ©djrnad). 

25od>  ’g  ffl  aug  — unb  ob  rubmboU  berbreitet 
©er  sftame  beg  ©iegerg  mag  fein, 

S3erflud)t  iff  ber  SRutym,  meldter  fcf>reitet 
©infjer  auf  ben  Jperjett  ber  grei’n! 

SBeit  fufier,  ob  tobt,  ob  gefangen, 

£>er  greif)eit  SOUirtprertbum, 

Tflg  mit  fo!d)en  SEropbaen  gelangen 
2£uf  ben  Srummern  ber  greibeit  jurn  Slubm! 
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RICH  AND  RARE  WERE  THE  GEMS  SHE  WORE  ll> 

Rich  and  rare  were  the  gems  she  wore, 

And  a bright  gold  ring  on  her  wand  she  bore; 

But  oh!  her  beauty  was  far  beyond 
Her  sparkling  gems,  or  snow-white  wand. 

,,Lady ! dost  thou  not  fear  to  stray, 

„So  lone  and  lovely  through  this  bleak  way? 

„Are  Brin's  sons  so  good  or  so  cold, 

,,As  not  to  be  tempted  by  woman  or  gold? 

„Sir  Knight!  I feel  not  the  least  alarm, 

„No  son  of  Erin  will  offer  me  harm:  — 

„For  though  they  love  woman  and  golden  store, 
„Sir  Knight!  they  love  honour  and  virtue  more!41 

On  she  went,  and  her  maiden  smile 
In  safety  lighted  her  round  the  green  isle; 

And  blest  for  ever  is  she  who  relied 
Upon  Erin's  honour,  and  Erin's  pride. 
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Uft d)e*  <&efd)meiV  ifjrfii  ttaditn  umroantr. 

SFteid^eS  ©efdjmeib’  ibren  Stacfen  umtbanb, ll) 

Sin  Bofibarer  Sling  ibren  ©tab  in  ber  #anb; 

3Docb  glanjenber  melt  itjret  ©d&onbeit  ©<bein, 

Kl$  ber  ©tab,  fd&neett>ei{»,  unb  bet  funfelnbe  ©tein. 

„Braulein!  tnirb  Sud)  boc  Slaubem  nidbt  bang, 

©o  gefdbmucft  unb  boll  2Cnmutb  auf  einfantem  ®ang? 

©inb  (grin’S  ©obne  fo  gut  obct  fait 

Bur  ©otbeS  unb  mei&lidber  Sleije  ©etoalt  ?" 

»Jfrerr  Slitter?  brob  bin  icfj  in  boliiger  Stub’, 

Jfein  ©obn  bon  (grin  fiigt  SeibeS  mir  ju : — 

SDenn  lieben  fie  2Beiber  unb  ®otb  aud)  fet)r, 

J&err  Slitter!  bod)  Sugenb  unb  ©bre  nod)  mef>r." 

2Beiter  jog  fie;  ibr  rofig  SSlubn 
©eleitet  fie  fitter  burdfd  ©ilanb  gruit ; — 

Unb  #eil  fur  itnmer  ber  SDlaib,  bie  feft 
Tluf  ©rin’S  ©tolj  ft'd)  unb  ©bre  berlaft! 
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THE  MEETING  OF  THE  WATERS. 

There  is  not  in  the  wide  world  a valley  so  sweet 
As  that  vale  in  whose  bosom  the  bright  waters  meet; 
Oh!  the  last  rays  of  feeling  and  life  must  depart. 

Ere  the  bloom  of  that  valley  shall  fade  from  my  heart. 

Yet  it  was  not  that  nature  had  shed  o'er  the  scene 
Her  purest  of  crystal  and  brightest  of  green; 

'T  was  not  her  soft  magic  of  streamlet  or  hill, 

Oh ! no,  — • it  was  something  more  exquisite  still. 

'T  was  that  friends,  the  belov'd  of  my  bosom,  were  near. 
Who  made  every  dear  scene  of  enchantment  more  dear. 
And  who  felt  how  the  best  charms  of  nature  improve. 
When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  we  love. 

Sweet  vale  of  Avoca!  how  calm  could  I rest 
In  thy  bosom  of  shade,  with  the  friends  I love  best,! 
Where  the  storms  that  we  feel  in  this  cold  world  should 

cease, 

And  our  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  be  mingled  in  peace. 
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Pas  ®l)al  Dan  ^»0ca. 

.Sein  Drt  auf  ber  SBelt  mir  fo  lieblid)  erftfjeint, 

2£l§  ba§  Sbal,  bcffen  ©runb  bie  jmei  SBaffer  w^reintj ,2) 
SKein  giiljlen  unb  Scben  mufi  enben  jumat, 

(§f)’  bent  ^er^cn  entfdjminbet  baS  blufjenbc  £&al. 

£>odt  e£  war  nic^t  ber  Sanbfdjaft  lidjtatfymenbeS  SluJjn 
2>m  ftarften  ^r^iiaU  unb  int  fonnigften  ©run, 

9li d)t  ber  lieblid&e  £auber  ber  SBaffer  unb  #61)’n, 

£>!  nein,  — ’*>  war  GstwaS,  weit  Ebfttidjer  fc&on: 

5Da§  greunbe  mir  nalje,  bie  liebfien  ber  S3rufi, 
ttJlir  beitigenb  jebe  (SntjiicEung  unb  8ujl, 

SDie  gefufjtt,  bafj  baS  ©cfyone  nie  tiefer  erquidt, 
in  tfugen,  bie  iieb  un$,  gefpiegelt  erblidt. 

£),  S£f)al  bon  2Cboca!  fo  fdjattig  unb  EiiJjt, 

Sn  bit  mocbt’  ic&  raften  bom  8eben,  fo  fdjwtil, 

SJiit  ben  Siebfien,  bie  lang  mir  ba§  Seben 

berneint, 

3(dj!  gteid)  beinen  SESaffern,  in  fjrieben  bereint! 
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SHE  IS  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND* 

She  is  far  from  the  laud  where  her  young  hero  sleep?. 
And  lovers  are  round  her,  sighing: 

But  coldly  she  turns  from  their  gaze,  and  weeps, 

For  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  lying. 

She  sings  the  wild  song  of  her  dear  native  plains, 
Every  note  which  he  lov'd  awaking;  — 

Ah!  little  they  think  who  delight  in  her  strains, 

How  the  heart  of  the  Minstrel  is  breaking. 

He  had  liv'd  for  his  love,  for  his  country  he  died, 

They  were  all  that  to  life  had  entwin'd  him ; 

IVor  soon  shall  the  tears  of  his  country  he  dried, 

Nor  long  will  his  love  stay  behind  him. 

Oh!  make  her  a grave  where  the  sunbeams  rest, 

"When  they  promise  a glorious  morrow; 

They  *11  shine  o'er  her  sleep,  like  a smile  from  the  West, 
From  her  own  loved  island  of  sorrow. 
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ifl  fern  »nn  tirm  jfaniu 

©ie  ifl  fern  non  bem  8anb,  wo  gefaUen  i&r  £elb; 

Db  nicl  non  greiern  umroorben, 

©ie  weint  unb  ifl  fait  fur  bie  iibrige  2Belt, 

Z)enn  nut  i t)  m ifl  it)r  £erj  geflorben. 

©ie  ftnget  fein  wilbeg,  fein  flagenbeg  Sieb 
23on  Gsrin’g  graufem  23erf)angnifi ; — 

2fdf) ! feiner  ber  felig  Caufd&enben  ftebt 
3l)re8  bred>enben  Jperjeng  SBebrangnifj. 

(St  leble  bem  Cieb  nur,  et  flarb  fur  fein  8anb, 

33  i e banben  allein  il)n  an’g  Ceben; 

©eineg  S3atertanbg  8eib  wirb  fo  balb  nidfjt  gewanbt, 
Sflodf)  lang’  iftn  fein  Sieb  riberleben. 

£>!  grabt  if)r  ein  ®rab,  mo  beg  2tbenblitf>tg  £ufj 
SBerbeift  einen  glanjootlen  UJlorgen, 

2)ag  eg  lacf>r  iijrem  ©d&laf,  roie  aug  SBeflen  ein  ®rufj 
Sfjrer  niellieben  Snfel  ber  ©orgen. 
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WHAT  THE  BEE  IS  TO  THE  FLOWERET. 

He.  — What  the  bee  is  to  the  floweret. 

When  he  looks  for  honey-dew, 

Through  the  leaves  that  close  embower  it. 
That,  my  love,  I 'll  be  to  yon. 

She.  — What  the  bank,  with  verdure  glowing, 

Is  to  waves  that  wander  near, 

Whispering  kisseB,  while  they're  going, 

That  I 'll  be  to  you,  my  dear. 

She.  — But  they  say,  the  bee  *s  a rover, 

Who  will  fly,  when  sweets  are  gone ; $ 

And,  when  once  the  kiss  is  over, 

Faithless  brooks  will  wander  on. 

He.  — Nay,  if  flowers  will  lose  their  looks, 

If  sunny  banks  will  wear  away, 

'T  is  but  right,  that  bees  and  brooks 
Should  sip  and  kiss  them,  while  they  may. 
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HJfls  i>te  Btrue  fur  toir  Blunt*. 

@r.  — 2Bag  bic  33iene  fur  tie  SBIurae, 

SDBenn  na<6  J^onigs^au  fte  fctjaut 
S»n  beg  £elcbeg  Jpeiligt&ume,  — 

2)ag  bin  bir  idb,  Siebcfjen  traut! 

@te.  — SDBag  bag  Ufergtun  ben  SDBelten 

Ciebenb  beut  an  fonn'gem  ©djetn, 

SOBenn  fie,  .Ruffe  flufiernb,  fd&meUen  — 
SSiet  id&  bir,  ©eliebter  mein! 

©ie.  — ©odj  bie  ©d&marm’rin  83iene  fliebet, 
SEBenn  uerftegt  bee  JjponigsStjau; 
S8ad)tein  rreulog  meiter  jiefjet 
9?at6  bem  .Rufi,  eon  griiner  2tu\ 

<Sr.  — 9tein,  menn  melfen  milt  bie  83Iume, 
©d&minben  milt  bag  Ufergrun, 
©ereiefct  eg  S5ien’  unb  S3acb  junt  Sdufjme, 
3u  tofen  fte,  fo  tang  fie  btiit)n. 
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I SAW  FROM  THE  BEACH. 

I saw  from  the  beach,  when  the  morning  was  shining  , 
A bark  o'er  the  waters  move  gloriously  on; 

I came  when  the  sun  o'er  that  beach  was  declining. 

The  bark  was  still  there,  but  the  waters  were  gone. 

And  such  is  the  fate  of  our  life's  early  promise. 

So  passing  the  spring-tide  of  joy  we  have  known; 
Each  wave,  that  we  danc'd  on  at  morning,  ebbs  from  us, 
And  leaves  us,  at  eve,  on  the  bleak  shore  alone. 

Ne'er  tell  me  of  glories,  serenely  adorning 
The  close  of  our  day,  the  calm  eve  of  our  night;  — 
Give  me  back,  give  me  back  the  wild  freshness  of  Morning, 
Ilercloudsandhertears  are  worth  Evening's  best  light. 

Oh!  who  would  not  welcome  that  moment's  returning, 
"When  passion  first  wak'd  a new  life  thro'  his  frame. 
Ami  his  soul,  like  the  wood,  that  grows  precious  in  bur- 
ning, 

Gave  out  all  its  sweets  to  love's  exquisite  flame. 
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34)  fa!)  com 

fcil)  #om  ©eflab’,  in  beS  9Rorgenlid)tg  $)rangen, 
(Sine  S3arfe  gar  ftattlid)  bie  SBogen  burd>jiel)n; 

3d>  fam,  al£  bie  ©onne  bort  untergegangen, 

9Zo<^>  ba  lag  bie  SBarfe,  bie  $lutl)  mar  baljin. 

@o  fdtminbet  ber  3>ugenbberl)eifiungen  ©onn’  uni 
2)ie  ©pringflutf)  beg  Subelg,  ben  einft  mir  gefannt; 
3ebe  2BeU’,  auf  ber  SDlorgeng  mir  tanjten,  ebbt  non  uni 
Cdjit  2Cbenbg  allein  ung  am  baumlofen  ©tranb. 

D!  fprid)  nid)t  bon  £ranjen,  bie  Ijeiter  ung  fdjmiicfen 
2lm  jiillen  23orabenb  ber  emigen  9flad)t;  — 

®ieb  jurucf  mir  beg  9?lorgeng  milbfrifcfceg  Sntjud’en, 
©ein  SEljranengemolE  fur  beg  2lbenblid>ld  $>racbt! 

3Ber  ftiefje  nid?t  mieber  bie  ©tunbe  miUBommen, 

2)a  erfie  SSegeifTrung  it)n  l)eilig  burd)gliii)t, 

Unb  bag  £eri  — gteidE)  bem  buflenben  4?olj,  menn  enf.- 

glommen,  — 

©ein  ©uS’fiel  in  gflammen  ber  8iebe  nerfpruftt! 
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TITO’  THE  LAST  GLIMPSE  OF  ERIN  WITH 
SORROW  I SEE, 

Tho’  the  last  glimpse  of  Erin  with  sorrow  I see. 

Yet  wherever  thou  art  shall  seem  Erin  to  me; 

In  exile  thy  bosom  shall  still  be  my  home, 

And  thine  eyes  make  my  climate  wherever  we  roam. 


To  the  gloom  of  some  desert  or  cold  rocky  shore, 

Where  the  eye  of  the  stranger  can  haunt  us  no  more, 

I will  fly  with  iny  Coulin,  and  think  the  rough  wind 
Less  rude  than  the  foes  we  leave  frowning  behind. 

And  I ’ll  gaze  on  thy  gold  hair  as  graceful  it  wreathes, 
And  hang  o'er  thy  soft  harp,  as  wildly  it  breathes; 

Nor  dread  that  the  cold-hearted  Saxon  will  tear 

One  chord  from  that  harp,  or  one  lock  from  that  hair.  i>) 
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id)  HummorooU  fdjcilie  con  $£rtn,  fo 
grim. 

£)b  id)  Eummetbott  fdfjeibe  »on  Gtin,  fo  grim, 
Ueberatt  foU  mit  bir  mit  cin  Grin  erbluftn; 

3fm  Gvil  fci  bein  S3ufen  mein  #eimatl)afi)l, 

2)ein  2fuge  bie  (Sonne,  mein  leudjtenbeS 


Sag  fliefj’n  unS  ju  J^tiflen  ooU  9tad)t  unb  noli  Grau’n, 
2Bo  bie  feinbtidjen  tfugen  un$  nimmet  erfdiau’n, 

3Bo  linber,  mein  Goulin,  bet  ©turmminbe  SDrob’n 
gjlidb  bunBt,  al$  bag  JDrauen  beg  geinb’g,  ben  mit  floij’n. 


Sd)  fd&au  beinet  ©olbloden  anmuttjig  SBaU’n, 
Unb  laufdje,  menn  milb  beine  ©aiten  etfd&all’n, 
Dbne  $urdf)t,  bafj  bet  ©adbfe,  bet  Jatte  SSatbar, 
25it  entreifT  eine  ©ait’,  eine  SocEe  oom  #aar. 13) 
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AS  A BEAM  O’ER  THE  FACE  OF  THE  WATERS 
MAY  GLOW. 

As  a beam  o'er  the  face  of  the  waters  may  glow 
While  the  tide  runs  in  darkness  and  coldness  below, 

So  the  cheek  may  be  ting'd  with  a warm  sunny  smile. 
Though  the  cold  heart  to  rain  runs  darkly  the  while. 


One  fatal  remembrance,  one  sorrow  that  throws 
Its  bleak  shade  alike  o'er  our  joys  and  our  woes, 

To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  can  bring 
For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting  — 


Oh  ! this  thought  in  the  midst  of  enjoyment  will  stay, 
Like  a dead,  leafless  branch  in  the  summer's  bright  ray ; 
The  beams  of  the  warm  sun  play  round  it  in  vain, 

It  may  smile  in  his  light,  but  it  blooms  not  again. 
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W\e  fin  &tral)l  auf  tom  S'pifgel  lift  H>agen 

!)influ|)t. 

3Bie  ein  ©tra&l  auf  bem  ©pieget  ber  SDBogen  binflietjt, 
SEBabrenb  fait  bod)  unb  bunfel  ber  ©irorn  unten  jief)t, 
©o  Iacf>elt  bie  SBange  wofjl  fonnig  unb  warm, 

£)b  bal  Jg>erj  aud>  erfiarret  in  9?ad)t  unb  in  #arm. 


Sin  tobttidb  Srinnern  — ein  Summer,  ber  weit 
Debe  ©djatten  t)imuirft  uber  greuben  unb  Seib, 

25en  im  Ceben  nid)t$  lidjtet,  nidttl  nadjtiger  trifft, 
2)em  bie  greube  Bein  SSalfam,  bag  2Bef)e  Bein  ©ift  — 


£)er  eine  ©ebanBe  bteibt  mitten  im  ©litcf, 

5E3ie  ein  3weig  obne  flatter  im  ©ontmer,  jurticB; 
S3ergeben£>  bie  ©trablen  ber  ©onn’  il)n  umglitij'n, 
Sr  wirb  ladjeln  im  fiicbte,  bod)  nie  wieber  blub’n. 
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COME,  REST  IN  THIS  BOSOM. 

Come,  rest  in  this  bosom,  my  own  stricken  deer, 

Tho'  the  herd  have  fled  from  thee,  thy  home  is  still  here ; 
Here  still  is  the  smile,  that  no  cloud  can  o'ercast, 

And  a heart  and  a hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last. 


Oh ! what  was  love  made  for,  if 't  is  not  the  same 
Thro' joy  and  thro'  torment,  thro'  glory  and  shame? 
I know  not,  I ask  not,  if  guilt 's  in  that  heart, 

I but  know  that  I love  thee,  whatever  thou  art. 


Thon  hast  call’d  me  thy  Angel  in  moments  of  bliss, 
And  thy  Angel  I 'll  be,  'mid  the  horrors  of  this,  — 
Thro'  the  furnace,  unshrinking,  thy  steps  to  pursue, 
And  shield  thee,  and  save  thee,  — or  perish  there  too 
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IPgnDuniifUs  Bffylnn,  0 Komm  bit  311  mir. 

SSermunbeteg  SReblein,  o Bornm  bu  ju  mir! 

Db  bein  Siubet  bid)  flof)  — beinc  #eimatl)  ifi  bier, 

(Sin  Casein,  bag  nimmer  UmmolBung  bebrobt, 

(Sine  Jpanb  unb  ein  Jperj  bir  gemeibt  big  jum  Sob. 


2Bag  mare  bie  Siebe,  nid>t  manbellog  treu 
3>n  3tuf)m  unb  in  ©cbanbe,  in  Subel  unb  Sfteu’? 

97id)t  meijj  id),  nidbt  frag’  idb-  ob  <Sd)ulb  bid)  befdjmert, 
3f<b  toeifi  nur,  bid)  lieb’  idj,  mag  immer  bein  2Bertt). 


(Sinft  nannte  mid)  /,(Snget"  bein  Bofenber  SDlunb, 
JDein  (Sngel  mill  fein  id)  im  ©vau’n  biefer  ©tunb’, 
Dbne  SSeben  bir  folgenb,  ob  Jj>6llenglutf)  flammt, 
JDein  rettenber  @d)itb  — ober  mit  bir  oerbammt! 
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REMEMBER  THEE. 


Remember  thee?  yes,  while  there 's  life  in  this  heart. 
It  shall  never  forget  thee,  all  lorn  as  thou  art; 

More  dear  in  thy  sorrow,  thy  gloom,  and  thy  showers, 
Than  the  rest  of  the  world  in  their  sunniest  hours. 


Wert  thou  all  that  I wish  thee,  great,  glorions,  and  free. 
First  flower  of  the  earth,  aud  first  gem  of  the  sea, 

I might  hail  thee  with  prouder,  with  happier  brow. 

But  oh!  could  I love  thee  more  deeply  than  now? 


IVo,  thy  chains  as  they  rankle,  thy  blood  as  it  runs, 

But  make  thee  more  painfully  dear  to  th3r  sons  — 

Wh  ose  hearts,  like  the  young  of  the  desert-bird's  nest. 
Drink  love  in  each  life-drop  that  flows  from  thy  breast. 
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Unit  binhett. 

23ein  benlen?  o!  nimmer  mein  Jg>erj  bidt  bergifit, 
@o  lang’  eg  nod)  fddagt,  roie  oertoren  bu  bijl; 
SGBeit  tljeurer  b u,  fcbauernb  in  Summer  unb  9?ad)t, 
XIS  bie  xibrige  2Belt  in  bet  fonnigflen  $>rad)t. 


SBarfl  bu  ganj,  roie  idb’g  wunfdje,  frei,  rul)m»oU  unb  f)ef)r, 
©rfie  SBlume  bet  @rb’,  erfte  sperle  im  SO?eer, 

SEBobl  prief  id)  bid)  ftoljer  unb  feliget  frof), 

®od)  o!  fonnt’  id)  lieben  bid)  inn’get,  als  fo? 


Kdb!  bag  ©cfcringen  bet  JCette,  bet  SBlutgtropfen  ©pur 
SDlacfeen  fdjnterslidjer  lieb  beinen  ©ofjnen  bid)  nut, 
®eren  Jperj  beiner  Skufi  — mie  beg  $)eliEan’g  SSrut  — 
97ur  fiiebe  entfaugt  mit  bem  fliefjenben  S3lut. 
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THE  DREAM  OF  THOSE  DAYS. 

The  dream  of  those  days  when  first  I sung  thee  is  o'er; 
Thy  triumph  hath  stain'd  the  charm  thy  sorrows  then  wore; 
And  ev'noftheiightwhichhopeonceshed  o’erthy  chains, 
Alas,  not  a gleam  to  grace  thy  freedom  remains. 


Say,  is  it  that  slavery  sunk  so  deep  in  thy  heart. 

That  still  the  dark  brand  is  there,  tho' chainless  thou  art; 
And  Freedom’s  sweet  fruit,  for  which  thy  spirit  long 

burn'd, 

Now,  reaching  at  last  thy  lip,  to  ashes  hath  turn'd? 


Up  Liberty's  steep  by  Truth  and  Eloquence  led, 

With  eyes  on  her  temple  fix'd,  how  proud  was  thy  tread! 
Ah,  better  thou  ne'er  liad'st  lived  that  summit  to  gain, 
Ur  died  in  the  porch,  than  thus  dishonour  the  fane. 
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Die  ®raume  tier  3*it. 

Sie  £raume  ber  3eit  ba  idj  befungen  bicb,  flieb’n. 

Dein  <3ieg  bat  beflecEt  ben  Sfteij,  ben  8eiben  bir  lieb’n, 
©om  ©lanj,  mit  bem  £offnung  einfi  bein  (Slenb  oerEldrt, 
©lieb  ad)!  beiner  greibeit  nid)t  ein  @d)immer  geroabrt. 


©Jarb  Enecbtifcber  ©inn  fo  tief  in’l  #erj  bir  gefloft, 
Safi  nod)  bu  fein  ©ranbmaal  trdgfi,  ob  Eettenerloft, 
Unb  Eofllicbe  greibeitlfrud)t,  fo  febnlid)  erbarrt, 

9tun  enblidb  gerodbrt  bem  SJtunb,  ju  2Cfd>e  bir  warb? 


2Bie  fiibrten  ©erebtfamEeit  unb  ©5af)rf)eit8ergtuf)n 
Sen  Elimmenben  2Beg  jum  greibeitltempel  bi*  Eubn! 
2fcb,  batteft  bu  nie  erreicfet  ben  SEempel,  fo  rein ! 

2Beit  beffer  am  Gsingang  tobt,  all  fo  ibn  enlmeibn. 
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IF  THOU  ’LT  BE  MINE. 

If  thou  'It  be  mine,  the  treasures  of  air. 

Of  earth,  and  sea,  shall  lie  at  thy  feet; 

Whatever  in  Fancy’s  eye  looks  fair, 

Or  in  Hope's  sweet  music  sounds  most  sweet. 
Shall  be  ours  — if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love! 

Bright  flowers  shall  bloom  wherever  we  rove, 

A voice  divine  shall  talk  in  each  stream; 

The  stars  shall  look  like  w orlds  of  love, 

And  this  earth  be  all  one  beautiful  dream 
In  our  eyes  — if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love! 

And  thoughts,  whose  source  is  hidden  and  high, 
Like  streams,  that  come  from  heaven-ward  hills, 

Shall  keep  our  hearts,  like  meads,  that  lie 
To  be  bathed  by  those  eternal  rills, 

Ever  green  — if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love ! 

All  this  and  more  the  Spirit  of  Love 
Can  breathe  o'er  them,  who  feel  his  spells; 

That  heaven,  which  forms  his  home  above. 

He  can  make  on  earth,  wherever  he  dwells, 

As  thou  'It  own,  — if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love! 
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ttfiUft  ntm  toil  (m. 

SEBiUft  mein  bu  fein,  bie  ©cba§e  bet  ©ee, 

®er  @rb’  unb  8uft  bit  leg’  id)  511  gufi; 

2Bai  ^)^antafte  entjiicEte  je, 

SOBai  Jpoffnung  griijjt  mit  fiijjefiem  ®ru{5, 

©eJjort  uni  — fdjenEfl  bu  mir  bein  ^erj,  8ieb! 

TCuf  jebem  $pfab  uni  Slurnen  erbliibn, 

3m  ©trom  ein  joub'rifd)  ©ingen  uni  ruft, 

2Bic  Siebeiwelten  bie  ©tetne  glii&n, 

Unb  bie  ganje  Srb’  e i n Sraum  t>oU  SDuft 

Uni  erfd&eint  — fdjenEji  bu  mir  bein  #erj,  Cieb! 

©ebanEen,  bod)s&erborgen  entquoU’n, 

2Bie  Sad)’,  entfpringenb  luftigen  Jpofj’n, 

25ai  Jg>erj  uni  frifd)  erbalten  foU’n, 

2Bie  getranEt  tom  Sadb,  bie  SGBiefen  fo  fdjon, 
3mmet  grim  — fdfjenEfl  bu  mit  bein  Jperj,  Sieb! 

tfU  biei,  unb  mebr,  ben  minnig  entbrannt 
3f)t  ^ulb'genben  bie  Ciebe  ertbcilt; 

SDen  doimmel,  bort  ibr  J£>eimatf)Ianb, 

£ann  fte  jaubern  bier,  wo  immer  fte  weilt, 

SBirfi  ei  feljn  — fcbenEjt  bu  mit  bein  Jj?eri,  Sicb! 
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ECHO. 

How  sweet  the  answer  Echo  makes 
To  music  at  night. 

When,  roused  by  lute  or  horn,  she  w akes, 
And  far  away,  o'er  law  ns  and  lakes, 

Goes  answering  light. 


Yet  Love  hath  echoes  truer  far, 

And  far  more  sweet, 

Than  e'er  beneath  the  moonlight's  star, 
Of  horn  or  lute,  or  soft  guitar, 

The  songs  repeat. 


'T  is  when  the  sigh,  in  youth  sincere, 
And  only  then,  — 

The  sigh  that 's  breath'd  for  one  to  hear, 
Is  by  that  one,  that  only  dear, 

Breathed  back  again. 
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2Bie  fu$  im  (Scfjo  mieberfdjaUt 
SDluftb  in  bee  sftaebt! 

SEBenn  fern  auf  ©een  unb  Sergegfjalb' 
Osin  J£>orn,  ein  glotenton  oerfiaUt, 
Ttntmortenb  fad^t. 


©odb  Ijat  bie  £ieb’  ein  (Scbo  f<bbn 
58on  ftifierem  ©cbaU, 

3£l§  je  non  monbbeglanjten  Jjbob’n 
®er  Sflote  .Slang,  beS  .§orne$  Son’ 
2?m  SEBieberbaU: 


ift  im  jungen  #erjen  rein 
25er  ©eufjer 

©efanbt  on  e i n e SSrufl  allein, 

Unb  tief  au§  bem  oieUieben  ©ebrein 
Gsrwiebert  leil. 
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EVELEEN’S  BOWER. 

Oh ! weep  for  the  hour, 

When  to  Eveleen's  bower 
The  Lord  of  the  Valley  with  false  vows  came  ; 

The  inoon  hid  her  light 
From  the  heavens  that  night, 

And  wept  behind  her  clouds  o'er  the  maiden's  shame. 

The  clouds  pass'd  soon 
From  the  chaste  cold  moon, 

And  heaven  smil'd  again  with  her  vestal  flame; 

But  none  will  sec  the  day, 

'SVhen  the  clouds  shall  pass  away, 

Which  that  dark  hour  left  upon  Eveleen's  fame. 

The  white  snow  lay 
On  the  narrow  path-way. 

When  the  Lord  of  the  Valley  crost  over  the  moor; 
And  many  a deep  print 
On  the  white  snow's  tint 

Show'd  the  track  of  his  footstep  to  Eveleen's  door. 

The  next  sun's  ray 
Soon  melted  away 

Every  trace  on  the  path  where  the  false  Lord  came; 
But  there  ’*  a light  above, 

Which  alone  can  remove 
That  stain  upon  the  snow  of  fair  Eveleen's  fame. 

it  
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£5!  ©tunbe  t>oU  ©rant, 

¥1$  ju  (Soeleen  fam 

£>er  Sorb  au$  bent  Sbale  ntit  falftbem  (Sib; 

&et  SJtonb  barg  bie  ^3rad&t 
¥m  J&imntel  biefe  9tacbt, 

Steweinenb  f)inter  SGBolfen  bie  ©d&anbe  ber  Sftaib. 

SDie  2Bolfen  flob’n  balb 
Son  Sana,  fo  fait, 

©ie  lacbelte  t>om  £immel  in  feuftber  ®lutf); 

®od)  feiner  fte&t  ben  Sag, 

SDBo  bie  SBolle  flie^t  bet  ©djmatb, 

Z)ie  auf  (Seeleen’g  Stuf  feit  bet  ©d&tecfengnacbt  ruf)t 

©er  ©cbnee  lag  im  Sftal 
¥uf  bem  gu&pfab  ftfjmal, 

¥1$  ber  Sorb  au£  bem  Sbale  fc^ritt  fiber  bag  SOtoot; 
Unb  mancbe  tiefe  ©put 
¥uf  ber  meiften  ©cbneeflur 
©eine  3?u|tflapfen  ieigte  ju  (Soeleen’g  S&or. 

2)er  ©onnenftrabl  b*H 
¥m  SJtorgen  fcbmolj  f<bnett 

¥uf  bem  ©cbneepfab  bie  ©pur,  bie  bet  falfcbe  Sorb  ftbuf; 
2Dod)  im  #immel  allein 
3ft  ein  Sicbt,  fo  rein, 

®al  bie  glerfen  tilgt  im  ©tbnee  non  fcftdn  (Soeleen!  SRuf. 
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ST.  SENANUS  AND  THE  LADY. 

ST.  SENANUS. 

„0h!  haste  and  leave  this  sacred  isle, 
„Unholy  hark,  ere  morning  smile; 

„For  on  thy  deck,  though  dark  it  be, 

„A  female  form  I see; 

„And  I have  sworn  this  sainted  sod 
„Shall  ne'er  by  woman's  feet  be  trod.“ 

THE  LADY. 

„0h ! Father,  send  not  hence  my  bark, 
„Throngh  wintry  winds  and  billows  dark; 
„I  come  with  humble  heart  to  share 
„Thy  morn  and  evening  prayer; 

„Nor  mine  the  feet,  oh!  holy  Saint, 

„The  brightness  of  thy  sod  to  taint.“ 

The  Lady's  prayer  Senauns  spnrn'd; 

The  winds  blew  fresh,  the  bark  return'd; 
But  legend's  hint,  that  had  the  maid 
Till  morning’s  light  delay'd, 

And  given  the  saint  one  rosy  smile, 

She  ne’er  had  left  his  lonely  isle. 
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$t»  aSfnanus  unfr  iw  3un0frttu* 

© t.  © e n a n u $. 

„D!  flicf)  bieg  fjcil’ge  Silanb,  fliel), 
„linbeilig  ©(biff,  unb  Ut)ve  nie! 

„2)enn  ob  eg  9lacbt,  entbedE’  id)  bort 
„Sin  SEBeib  an  beinem  S3orb; 

„3d)  fArour,  baf  biefe  beil’ge  glur 
„yi\t  trage  grauenfufeg  ©put." 

®ie  Sungfrau. 

„£)!  SBater,  fd)ic?  mid)  nid?t  binaug 
„2>n  SOBinterflurm  unb  SOSogengraug: 
„9Dtein  Jperj  nut  fromm  ju  tJjctlen  flel)t 
„2Dein  gituf)=  unb  S'iadbtgebet; 

„£)  £eU’ger!  bein  Tffpl,  fo  rein, 

„^ann  nimmerbar  mein  gufi  entmeibn." 

©enanug  bobnt  bet  Sungfrau  3ftebn$ 
©ie  fubr  jurucf  burd)  ©turmegmebn; 
®od)  bait*  f»e  — bic  ©age  fpriebt  — 
Srbarrt  bag  SDlorgenlicbt, 

Sin  rofig  Cacbeln  b«tt’  entfdjieben, 

2)a^  nie  bag  Silanb  fie  gemieben. 
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ERIN,  OH  ERIN. 

Like  the  brightlamp,  thatshone  in  Kildare's  holy  fane,**) 
And  burn'd  thro'  long  ages  of  darkness  and  storm, 

Is  the  heart  that  sorrows  have  frown'd  on  in  vain, 
Whose  spirit  outlives  them,  unfading  and  Marin. 
Erin,  oh  Erin,  thus  bright  thro'  the  tears 
Of  a long  night  of  bondage,  thy  spirit  appears. 

The  nations  have  fallen,  and  thou  still  art  young. 

Thy  sun  is  but  rising,  when  others  are  set; 

And  tho'  slavery's  cloud  o'er  thy  morning  hath  hung 
The  full  noon  of  freedom  shall  beam  round  thee  yet. 
Erin,  oh  Erin,  tho'  long  in  the  shade, 

Thy  star  Mill  shine  out  when  the  proudest  shall  fade. 

Unchill'd  by  the  rain,  and  unu-ak'd  by  the  wind, 

The  lily  lies  sleeping  thro'  winter's  cold  hour, 

Till  Spring's  light  touch  her  fetters  unbind, 

And  daylight  and  liberty  bless  the  young  flower. 
Thus  Erin,  oh  Erin,  thy  winter  is  past, 

And  the  hope  that  liv'd  thro'  it  shall  blossom  at  last. 
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€rin,  0 €riit! 

©leidi  be6  SSempelg  eroiger  Samp’  in  .fiilbare,  **) 
Saljrljunberte  teudjtenb  burd?  Dunfel  unb  SBlut, 

Sfl  bag  Jperj,  bag  ber  JQualen  unenblidteg  J£>eer 

Ueberroanb,  ungefd?road)t  an  23ertrauen  unb  @lutl). 
<5rin,  o Grtin!  burd?  Sf)ranen  unb  9?ad?t 
Cangec  £ned?tfd?aft  bein  ®eiji,  ber  unjterblitbe,  lad?t. 

Die  SOBett  rourbe  alt,  b u btfl  jugenblid?  nod), 

S t)  x e ©onne  ging  unter,  b i r fteigt  fte  empor; 
SOBar  umwoltt  aud?  bein  fBtorgen  nom  laflenben  Sod?, 
Der  SEKittag  ber  Sfreifceit  ftel)t  lid?t  bir  benor. 

<5rin,  o Gsrin!  umnad?tet  fo  tang. 

Dein  ©tern  n>irb  befteljn,  roenn  ber  jtotjefie  fanf. 

Un»erfef?rt,  unerroedfet  non  SRegen  unb  SOBinb, 

Die  Cilie  fd?lummernb  ben  SDBinter  burd?  liegt, 

33ig  Srufjling  bie  ?5effeln  if?r  lofet  gelinb, 

Unb  frei  ftd?  im  8id?te  bie  35lul?enbe  roiegt. 

©o,  (Srin,  o (grin!  bein  ©inter  entfdjwanb, 

Unb  bein  Jpoffen,  bag  fdjlummernbe,  btuljcnb  erjianb. 
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THE  IRISH  PEASANT  TO  HIS  MISTRESS.  ,5) 

Through  grief  and  through  danger  thy  smile  hath  cheer'd 

my  way, 

Till  hopeseem'd  to  hud  from  each  thorn  that  ronndmelay; 

The  darker  our  fortune,  the  brighter  our  pure  love  burn'd. 

Till  shame  into  glory,  till  fear  into  zeal  was  turn'd; 

Yes,  slave  as  I was,  in  thy  arms  my  spirit  felt  free, 

And  bless'd  even  the  sorrows  that  made  me  more  dear 

to  thee. 

Thy  rival  was  honour'd,  while  thou  wert  wrong'd  and 

scorn’d. 

Thy  crown  was  of  briers,  while  gold  her  brows  adorn'd; 

She  woo'd  me  to  temples,  while  thou  lay'st  hid  in  caves. 

Her  friends  were  all  masters,  while  thine,  alas!  were 

slaves; 

Yet  cold  in  the  earth,  at  thy  feet,  I would  rather  be. 

Than  wed  whatl  lov'd  not,  or  turn  one  thought  from  thee. 

They  slander  thee  sorely,  who  say  thy  vows  are  frail  — 

Hadst  thou  been  a false  one,  thy  cheek  had  look'd  less  pale. 

They  say,  too,  so  long  thou  hast  worn  those  lingering 

chains, 

That  deep  in  thy  heart  they  have  printed  their  servile 

stains  — 

Oh!  foul  is  the  slander,  — no  chain  could  that  soul 

subdue  — 

Where  shincth  thy  spirit,  there  liberty  shineth  too! 
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HUr  <3rifd)e  jfanfcmann  an  (Vine  ©elifbte.  lS) 

Sn  Srangfat  unb  Summer  ttjarfl  bu  mein  fonn’ger 

Sag, 

£3ig  felbfit  aug  ben  Sornen  ber  £offnung  £nogpe  brad); 
3e  bunfler  bag  ©d)icPfal,  fo  lidjter  mir  Uebentbrannt, 
S3ig  3?urd)t  ftd)  ju  Sbatenluft,  ©djrnad)  ftd)  ju  0lup)m 

gemanbt; 

3a,  mar  icb  audj  ©Plane,  bod>  fuftlt’  id)  bei  bir  mid)  frei, 
SSefeligt,  bag  tbeurer  id)  nur  im  8eib  bir  fei. 

Su  fafjfl  beine  geinbin  geeljrt,  unb  bid)  gef)of)nt 
SDu  murbefi  mit  Sornen,  unb  fie  mit  ©olb  gePront; 
SDu  bargft  bid)  in  4?£>blen,  unb  fie  flanb  SEempel^ges 

fd)mii(ft; 

@t  e mad&tig  nor  Tftlen,  b u tief  in’g  Sod)  gebriicPt; 
Socf  lieber,  ju  giifen  bir,  Palt  im  £obtenfcf)rein, 

2flg  einen  ©ebanPen  ber  Ungeliebten  meif)n! 

’©  ifi  fdbmere  33erlaumbung,  bag  trugnoll  bein  © elubb’  — 
SDein  tfntlifc  bemieg  eg,  fo  bleid),  fo  tiefbetriibt! 

©ie  fagen,  bein  97acfen  fo  lang  fcbon  £etten  tragt, 
Sag  fief  beinem  ^erjen  il>r  ©cbanbmaal  eingepragt  — 
D!  fdjnobe  S3erlaumbung  — Pein  Sod)  ba*  bid)  ie 

gebeugt  — 

S e i n ® eifi,  mo  er  leudjtet,  aud)  greibeit  jlefg  bejeugt : i«) 
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OH!  HAD  WE  SOME  BRIGHT  LITTLE  ISLE  OF 
OUR  OWN. 

Oh  ! had  we  some  bright  little  isle  of  onr  own, 

III  a blue  summer  ocean,  far  off  and  alone, 

Where  a leaf  never  dies  in  the  still  blooming  bowers. 
And  the  bee  banqnetson  through  awhole  yearofflowers; 
Where  the  sun  loves  to  pause 
With  so  fond  a delay, 

That  the  night  only  draws 
A thin  veil  o’er  the  day; 

Where  simply  to  feel  that  we  breathe,  that  we  live, 

Is  worth  the  best  joy  that  life  elsewhere  can  give. 

There,  with  souls  ever  ardent  and  pure  as  the  clime, 
We  should  love,  as  they  lov'd  in  the  first  golden  time, 
The  glow  of  the  sunshine,  the  balm  of  the  air, 

Would  steal  to  our  hearts,  and  make  all  summer  there. 
With  affection  as  free 
From  decline  as  the  bowers, 

And,  with  hope,  like  the  bee, 

Living  always  on  flowers, 

Our  life  should  resemble  a long  day  of  light, 

And  our  death  come  on,  holy  and  calm  as  the  night. 


Digitized  by  Google 


89 


© ! fatten  fin  QBtlaniJ  tnir,  tmftig  uni) 

Klein. 

D!  batten  ein  (Silanb  wir,  buftig  unb  ftein, 

3n  tiefblauem  ©ommermeer,  fern  unb  allein! 

2Bo  ber  2Beft  immergrunenbe  SDBalber  umfcbmiegt, 
Unb  bie  SBiene  beftanbig  in  SBliitfjen  fic&  wiegt; 

2Bo  beg  2lbenblicbtg  ^)rad)t 
©id)  berroeilet  fo  bolb, 

Unb  nur  Ieife  bie  Sftadjt 
Sbten  ©dbleier  entrollt; 

SDBo  fcbon  bag  SBewufitfein:  ju  atbmen,  ju  fein, 

3£Ue  fonftige  Cufl  uberwieget  aUein! 

Unfer  #erj,  roie  ber  tfetljer,  rein,  gtu^enb  unb  toeit, 
SDBurbe  lieben  nott  Stub  parabieftfd&et  3eit; 

©ie  ©onne,  milbflrabtenb,  ber  23alfam  ber  Suft 
SDBiirben  jaubern  in’g  Jperj  ung  ein  Sben  &oH  ©uft; 
Unfre  8ieb’  irnrner  neu, 

SDBie  bag  8aub,  imtner  grun; 

Unfer  J^offen  getreu, 

3Bie  bag  ©uften  unb  SSIiifjn; 

Unfer  Seben  ein  enblofer  Sag  boiler  $>racbt, 

Unb  ber  Sob  fame  f>eilig  unb  ftiU  roie  bie  9ia<f)t. 
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FROM  THIS  HOUR  THE  PLEDGE  IS  GIVEN. 

From  this  hour  the  pledge  is  given. 

From  this  hour  my  soul  is  thine: 

Come  what  will,  from  earth  or  heaven. 

Weal  or  woe,  thy  fate  be  mine. 

When  the  proud  and  great  stood  by  thee, 
None  dared  thy  rights  to  spurn; 

And  if  now  they  're  false  and  fly  thee, 

Shall  I,  too,  basely  turn? 

No;  — whate'er  the  fires  that  try  thee, 

In  the  same  this  heart  shall  burn. 

Tho'  the  sea,  where  thou  embarkest, 

Offers  now  no  friendly  shore, 

Light  may  come  where  all  looks  darkest, 

Hope  hath  life,  when  life  seems  o'er. 

And  of  those  past  ages  dreaming, 

When  glory  deck'd  thy  brow, 

Oft  I fondly  think,  though  seeming 
So  fall'n  and  clouded  now, 

Thou  "It  again  break  forth,  all  beaming,  — 
None  so  bright,  so  blest  as  thou ! 
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jPtefe  &tunfc*  Ijat  Dfrpfanfcft. 

SDiefe  ©tunbe  t)at  toerpfanbet 
Smig  bit  mein  liebenb  Jperj: 

2Ba$  nun  <5tb’  unb  #itnmel  fenbet, 
£f)eir  id)  mit  bit,  greub’  unb  ©d&merj. 

bid)  fdjmucften  Sftubm  unb  Gsfjten, 
£)a  fprad)  bit  Jteinet  Jg>ol)n ; 

Stun  fte  falfd)  ben  Stiiden  fef)ten, 

©oU  id>  bid)  aud)  bebrofin? 

9lein,  mag  je  bid)  mag  oetfefcten, 

©oU  aud)  biefe  SSrufi  butdtlo&’n. 

£)b  auf  oben  SEJleeregmeUen 
2>e§t  bit  minft  tein  lieber  ©tranb  — 
Sieffle  9^ad)t  Bonn  oft  ft'd)  beUen, 
Jjooffnung  tebt,  mo  Ceben  fdjmanb. 

Dft  bet  3eiten  acf> ! gebadjt’  id). 

3Bo  Stutyrn  bein  Jpaupt  gefdimucft, 

Unb  mit  aljnt,  ob  je^t  aucb  SJtacfct  bicb 
UmmoIBt  unb  nieberbrucEt, 

SDa§  bu  einft  in  neuet  spradit  bid) 

©totj  etJjebfl,  oor  tfU’n  begtiidt. 
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THE  NIGHT  DANCE. 

Strike  the  gay  harp  ! see  the  moon  is  on  high, 

And,  as  true  to  her  beam  as  the  tides  of  the  ocean 

Young  hearts,  when  they  feel  the  soft  light  of  her  eye 
Obey  the  mute  call,  and  heave  into  motion. 

Then  sound  notes  — the  gayest,  the  lightest. 

That  ever  took  wing,  when  heav’n  look'd  brightest! 
Again!  Again! 

Oh  ! could  such  heart-stirring  music  be  heard 
In  that  City  of  Statues  described  by  romaucere. 

So  wakening  its  spell,  even  stone  would  be  stirr'd 
And  statues  themselves  all  start  into  dancers! 

Why  then  delay,  with  such  sounds  in  our  ears, 

And  the  flower  of  Beauty's  own  garden  before  us, — 

While  stars  overhead  leave  the  song  of  their  spheres, 
And  li8t'uing  to  ours,  hang  wondering  o'er  us? 

Again,  that  strain!  — to  hear  it  thus  sounding 
Might  set  even  Death's  cold  pulses  bounding  — 
Again!  Again! 

Oh,  what  delight  when  the  youthful  and  gay. 

Each  with  eye  like  a sunbeam  and  foot  like  a feather, 

Thus  dance,  like  the  Hours  to  the  music  of  May, 

And  mingle  sweet  song  and  sunshine  together! 
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IHer  ttad)t-$an3. 

©cbtaget  t>ic  Jgmrfe!  b«&  gtanjet  berffltonb, 

Unb  bie  Jjjerjen  ber  Sfugenb,  roie  9Dteeregberoegung, 
Dent  Uauber,  bet  mitb  auf  ber  ©time  ibnt  tbront, 
©ebonbenb  — ffc  ftbroeU’n  in  fanfter  (grregung. 

£one,  Btingt!  — bie  b*Hft«n.  bie  frobften. 

Die  jematg  bie  listen  ©tern’  umBoften! 

.Rlingt  fort!  Btingt  fort! 

£)!  bbrte  fold)’  feelenberaufcbenben  £lang 
Die  ©tatuen=©tabt,  ung  genannt  in  Sftomanjen, 

Q?r  wecBte  bie  ©teine,  oerjaubert  fo  tang, 

Unb  ©tatuen  felbjt,  fie  fprangen  jum  SSanjen! 

2Bag  atfo  ruljn,  bei  fo  frobtidbem  .Rtang, 

S3  on  ben  SBtumen  beg  ©attend  ber  ©<bonbeit  umgeben  — 
Da  ©terne  felbft  ftieben  ben  ©pb^rengefang, 

Ung  laufdjenb  ooU  ©taunen  fiber  ung  fdnueben? 
9tod)  eing  bag  Sieb!  — fo  jaubtifd)e  2Beifen, 

©ie  brad)ten  beg  £obten  SBtut  jum  JCreifen  — 
btingt  fort!  Btingt  fort! 

D!  fetig,  ju  tanjen  fo  iung  unb  fo  beifl/ 

SDtit  tfugen  n>ie  ©onnen  unb  gfifen  one  ©cbrmngen, 
©o  leid&t  roie  bie  #oren  jum  Jllingen  beg  SJtai’g, 

SJtit  ©onnenglanj  einenb  frobticbeg  ©ingen ! 
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OH  FOR  THE  SWORDS  OF  FORMER  TIME. 

Oh  for  the  swords  of  former  time! 

Oh  for  the  men  who  bore  them, 

When  arm'd  for  Right,  they  stood  sublime, 
And  tyrants  crouch'd  before  them: 

When  free  yet,  ere  courts  began 
With  honours  to  enslave  him, 

The  best  honours  worn  by  Man 
Were  those  which  Virtue  gave  him. 

Oh  for  the  swords,  etc.  etc. 

Oh  for  the  Kings  who  flourish'd  then! 

Oh  for  the  pomp  that  crown'd  them, 

When  hearts  and  hands  of  freeborn  men 
Were  all  the  ramparts  round  them. 

When,  safe  built  on  bosoms  true, 

The  throne  was  but  the  centre, 

Round  which  Love  a circle  drew, 

That  Treason  durst  not  enter. 

Oh  for  the  Kings  who  flourish'd  then! 

Oh  for  the  pomp  that  crown'd  them, 

When  hearts  and  hands  of  freeborn  men 
Were  all  the  ramparts  round  them. 
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<©,  &4)rofr*er  gut  fcer  alien  3ett! 

D,  <Sd6»»erter  gut  bet  atten  Sett! 

D,  banner,  bie  fte  fd)mangen, 

5fur  5ted)t  bemetjrt,  in  l>ot)em  ©treit 
SDie  SEprannet  bejmangen: 

frei  nod)  — ef)’  ®unft  unb  CSf)r’ 
2Cnt  SEbton  it)n  fd)uf  sum  ©Etaben  — 
Sut)o^ft  nut  bie  SEugenb  fietjr 
©em  SJtanne  gatt,  bent  braben. 

D,  ©c&metter  gut  tc. 

£),  Sfurfien,  bantalS 
D,  spornp,  bet  ba  it)t  mar, 

2tt§  freter  SJtdnner  #etj  unb  <Sd>n>crt 
Sf) r etnj’ger  SDBaU  unb  ©df>ufc 
@ebaut  fell  auf  Jperjen  treu, 

SDer  Sljron  al$  SBoUmerE  ragte, 

$De&’  2BaU  — Siebe  nut,  bem  fd)eu 
S3etratt)  ju  naf)n  nte  magte. 

D,  gurften,  bamalS  fjodbgeefjtt, 

D,  ^omp,  bet  ba  if)t  *pu§  mat, 

XIS  freiet  Scanner  Jperj  unb  ©cbmert 
St)t  etnj’ger  SDBaU  unb  ©djufc  mar! 
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’T  IS  SWEET  TO  THINK. 

"T  is  sweet  to  think,  that,  where'er  we  rove, 

We  are  sure  to  find  something  blissful  and  dear, 
And  that,  when  we  're  far  from  the  lips  we  love, 

We 've  bat  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near. 
The  heart,  like  a tendril,  accustom'd  to  cling, 

Let  it  grow  where  it  will,  cannot  fioarish  alone, 
But  will  lean  to  the  nearest,  and  loveliest  thing, 

It  can  twine  with  itself,  aud  make  closely  its  own. 
Then  oh!  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  rove, 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  still,  that  is  dear, 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we  love, 

We 've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near. 
T were  a shame,  when  flowers  around  us  rise, 

To  make  light  of  the  rest,  if  the  rose  isn't  there; 
And  the  world  's  so  rich  in  resplendent  eyes, 

'T  were  a pity  to  limit  one's  love  to  a pair. 

Love's  wing  and  the  peacock's  are  nearly  alike, 
They  are  both  of  them  bright,  but  they  're  chan- 
geable too, 

And,  wherever  a new  beam  of  beauty  can  strike, 

It  will  tincture  Love's  plume  with  a different  hue. 
Then  oh!  what  pleasure,  where’er  we  rove. 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  still,  that  is  dear, 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we  love. 

We 've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near. 
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Wit  tunning,  fofljj  meit  auf  i>*r  €rbe  Huitto. 

2Bie  toonnig,  bafi  mcit  auf  ber  Srbe  Stunb 
UeberaU  etioag  ®u§e<>  burd)  8ieb’  ung  erfreut, 

Unb  bag,  tpenn  toir  fern  oom  geliebten  SfJtunb, 

UeberaU  eine  8ippe  jum  Stiffen  ftd»  bent! 

2)a$  Jperj,  gleid)  ber  2Binbe,  ber  ranfenben,  fann, 
©etpofjnt  an’8  Umfd)lingen,  nid)t  bluf)en  aUein; 

S$  fcfentiegt  ft*  bcm  9tad)flen,  bem  8ieblicbften  an, 
Unb  oertoadbfet  mit  il)nt,  biS  et>  inniglid)  fein. 
Drum  o!  toeldbe  8uft,  auf  ber  Srbe  SRunb 
UeberaU  burd>  8iebe  ju  toerben  erfreut, 

Unb  ju  toiffen,  baf,  fern  Pont  geliebten  SDtunb, 

UeberaU  eine  Sippe  jum  JCuflen  ftd)  beut. 

SDBenn  bie  SRofe  fetjlet  tm  ©lumenfcranj. 

Den  SReft  ju  oerfdtmab’n,  ware  fiinblid)  fiiripatjr, 

Unb  bie  2Belt  ifl  fo  retd)  an  2£ugen  poU  ®lanj, 

’©  war’  ©dtabe,  liebten  toir  nur  e t n spaar. 

Die  ©d)toinge  ber  8iebe  in  farbiger  $>rad)t 
©leid)t  jener  be6  ^fau’S  aud)  an  SBanbelbarteit, 

Unb  too  nur  ein  ©tral)l  neuer  <3d)6nf)eit  il>r  lad)t, 

8a|t  anberg  er  fd)iUern  il)r  glanjenbeS  Jfleib. 

Drum  o!  toeldte  8uft,  auf  ber  Srbe  SRunb 
UeberaU  burd)  Siebe  ju  toerben  erfreut, 

Unb  ju  tpiffen,  baft,  fern  oom  geliebten  9Dtunb, 

UeberaU  eine  8ippe  jum  Stiffen  fid?  beut 
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FAIREST!  PUT  ON  AWHILE* 

Fairest!  pnt  on  awhile 
These  pinions  of  light  I bring  thee, 

And  o’er  thy  own  green  isle 
In  fancy  let  me  wing  thee. 

Never  did  Ariel's  plnme, 

At  golden  sunset  hover 
O'er  scenes  so  full  of  bloom, 

As  I shall  waft  thee  over. 

Fields,  where  the  Spring  delays 
And  fearlessly  meets  the  ardour 
Of  the  warm  Summer’s  gaze. 

With  only  her  tears  to  guard  her. 
Rocks,  through  myrtle  boughs 
In  grace  majestic  frowning; 

Like  some  bold  warrior's  brows 

That  Love  hath  just  been  crowning! 

Islets,  so  freshly  fair, 

That  never  hath  bird  come  nigh  them, 
But  from  his  course  thro’  air 
He  hath  been  won  down  by  them ; — •*) 
Types,  sweet  maid,  of  thee, 

Whose  look,  whose  blush  inviting, 

Never  did  Love  yet  see 
From  Heav’n,  without  alighting. 
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&d)0n|h!  ufrtraue  hufyn. 

©dfonfle!  nertraue  Btifjn 
£>id)  biefen  SidtteSfc&mingen, 

Ueber  bein  (Silanb  griin 

mid)  im  (Seifi  birf)  fdjmingen. 
©djmebenb  mieg'  id)  im  glug 
®icb  ob  fo  buft’gem  *8ltif)en, 

2£l$  2Criel  nimmer  trug 
©etn  gittidb  im  tfbenbgluben. 

Sluren,  mo  Sens  oermeilt, 

S3on  fengenben  ©ommerglutben 
Sfurcbttofen  23licf$  ereilt, 

3m  ©d>u$  feinec  SEfmanenflutben . 
Sclfen,  bic,  SOlprt’sumlaubf, 

2tnmutbig  erglan^en, 

®teid)  fioljem  .ftriegerfjaupt, 

Ummunben  non  Siebet>!ranjen; 

Snfeln,  fo  buftig  fdjon, 

2)afj  nimmer  bort  S3ogel  flogen, 

®ie  nid)t  eon  buft’gen  £of)’n 
©id)  fufdten  lieb  bingejogen;  —n) 
SSilber  non  bir,  fiijj  Sieb: 

©o  oft  bein  butbig  ®rufien 
S3om  4?immel  fcbaut  bie  Sieb’, 
Gsntfdjmebt  fie  bir  ju  giifjen. 

7* 
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Lake9,  where  the  pearl  lies  hid,  *8) 

And  caves,  where  the  gem  is  sleeping, 
Bright  as  the  tears  thy  lid 
Lets  fall  in  lonely  weeping. 

Glens,  where  Ocean  comes, I9) 

To  'scape  the  wild  wind's  rancour, 

And  Harbours,  worthiest  homes 
Where  Freedom's  fleet  can  anchor. 

Then,  if,  while  scenes  so  grand, 

So  beautiful,  shine  before  thee, 

Pride  for  thy  own  dear  land 
Should  haply  be  stealing  o'er  thee. 

Oh,  let  grief  come  first. 

O'er  pride  itself  victorious  — 

Thinking  how  man  hath  curst 
What  Heaven  had  made  so  glorious! 


Digitized  by  Google 


©eeen,  brin  Sbetfiein’ 

Unb  Merten  rutjn  gemeinfam,  wj 
2id)t  roie  bie  £f)ranen  bein, 
©erceint  im  Summer  einfam; 
Staler,  brin  Dcean  «) 

©id)  birgt  alg  ©turmeSfranfer, 
Unb  Sudeten,  frieb’unifaf)n, 

©rin  %r ei&eit  gem  toiirf  2(n?er. 

©ann,  roenn,  fo  fefeon  entrollt, 
©rofi,  glansooU  otjne  ©teidien, 
©id)  ob  ber  #eimatt)  foUt’ 

Sin  fel’ger  ©tots  befd)leid>en  — 
£),  ben  ©totj  beifeit! 

©ern  SDBel)ruf  erfl  bein  Df)r  reid>’ 
©a§  9Jtenfd)en  fd)nob’  entroeityt, 
2Ba6  ©ott  erfd)uf  fo  glorreid)! 
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AND  DOTH  NOT  A MEETING  LIKE  THIS. 

And  doth  not  a meeting  like  this  make  amends, 

For  all  the  long  years  I"  ve  been  wand'ring  away  — 

To  see  thus  around  me  my  youth's  early  friends, 

As  smiling  and  kind  as  in  that  happy  day? 

Though  haply  o'er  some  of  your  brows,  as  o'er  mine, 
The  snow-fall  of  time  may  be  stealing  — what  then? 

Like  Alps  in  the  sunset,  thus  lighted  by  wine, 

We  '11  w ear  the  gay  tinge  of  youth's  roses  again. 

What  soften'd  remembrances  come  o'er  the  heart, 

In  gazing  on  those  we  've  been  lost  to  so  long! 

The  sorrows,  the  joys,  of  w'hich  once  they  were  part, 
Still  round  them,  like  visions  of  yesterday,  throng; 

As  letters  some  hand  hath  invisibly  traced, 

Wrhcn  held  to  the  flame  will  steal  out  on  the  sight, 

So  many  a feeling,  that  long  seem'd  effaced, 

The  warmth  of  a moment  like  this  brings  to  light. 

And  thus,  as  in  memory's  bark  we  shall  glide, 

To  visit  the  scenes  of  our  boyhood  anew, 

Tho'  oft  we  may  see,  looking  down  on  the  tide, 

The  wreck  of  full  many  a hope  shining  through; 

Yet  still,  as  in  fancy  we  point  to  the  flowers. 

That  once  made  a garden  of  all  the  gay  shore. 

Deceived  for  a moment,  we  'll  think  them  still  ours, 
And  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  life's  morning  once  more. 
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tint!  brut  nidjt  (aid)  Wfberfeljn  retd)en  $£rfa$. 

Unb  beut  nid)t  fold)  SOBieberfebn  reicben  Grfafc 
giir  longer,  aUeinfamer  SDBanberung  ©cbmerj  — 

Gucb  greunbe  ber  Sugenb,  ben  E6filid)flen  ©d)a$, 

9focb  treu  mir,  toie  barnall,  ju  briicfen  an’l  #eri? 

2Bal  tbut  el,  ob  SDtancbem  bal  £aupt  aucb,  role  meinl, 

Sn  SBinter  geljullet  ber  ©cbneefaU  ber  3cit  ? 

SEBie  bal  3Cbenbglubn  tflpen,  bal  8eud)ten  bel  SEBeinl 
S3on  9leuem  bie  Stofen  ber  Sugenb  uni  leibt 

2Belcb  friebUd)  Grinnern  befcbleicbet  bie  S3ruft, 

2fd),  febaun  tt)ir  in  2Cugen,  bie  long  tnir  entbebtt! 

SEBal  um  fie  loir  empfunben  einfl,  Summer  unb  Sufi, 

SEBie  gejlriger  Sraurn  fie  nod)  imrner  nerElart; 

SEBie  bal  SBlatt,  bal  unftdjtbare  Settern  burcbjiebn, 

3ur  ^lamme  gebalten,  mit  SEBorten  ftef)  fuUt, 

SEBirb  mandrel  <§5efuf)l,  bal  erlofcben  uni  febien, 

2)urcb  folcben  SDtomen lei  Grroarmung  entbutlt. 

@o  gleitenb  tm  £abn  ber  Grinn'rung  entlang 
2)en  $>la§en,  n>o  froJ)  voir  all  Jtnaben  bereint, 

£)b  oft  auf  bem  ©runbe  ber  glutben  uni  bang 
£>ie  drummer  mand)  feligen  Jpoffenl  erfebeint: 

£>od),  fdiauenb  im  ©etjle  ben  blumigen  @tranb, 

2Birb  roabnen  bal  Jjjerj,  bafi  bie  SSlumen  nod)  fein, 

9?otb  einmal  — in  felige  Sdufcbung  gebannt  — 

Ginatbmen  ben  Senjbaucb  bel  Sebenl  fo  rein. 
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So  brief  oar  existence,  a glimpse,  at  the  most, 

Is  all  we  can  have  of  the  few  we  hold  dear; 

And  oft  even  joy  is  unheeded  and  lost, 

For  want  of  some  heart,  that  could  echo  it,  near. 
Ah,  well  may  we  hope,  when  this  short  life  is  gone, 
To  meet  in  some  world  of  more  permanent  bliss. 

For  a smile,  or  a grasp  of  the  hand,  hast'ning  on, 

Is  all  we  enjoy  of  each  other  in  this. 

But,  come,  the  more  rare  such  delights  to  the  heart, 
The  more  we  should  welcome  and  bless  them  the  more; 
They  ‘re  ours,  when  we  meet,  — they  are  lost  when 

we  part, 

Like  birds  that  bring  summer,  and  fly  when ’t  i9  o'er. 
Thus  circling  the  cup,  hand  in  hand,  ere  we  drink, 
Let  Sympathy  pledge  us,  thro'  pleasure,  thro’  pain, 
That,  fast  as  a feeling  but  touches  one  link, 

Her  magic  shall  send  it  direct  thro'  the  chain. 
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<So  furj  ifi  bal  Seben,  bag  bocfefleng  ein  ©rug 
Uni  wtrb  non  ben  2Ben’gen,  bie  tieb  uni  unb  ivertb; 
Selbft  Sufi  unbeatbtet  nerEummern  oft  mug, 

2Beil  barbenb  bel  4>erjenl,  bal  tbeilenb  fie  ndbrt. 
2Bof)l  boffen  mit  Stetfjt  wir,  bag,  Srbementrutft, 

©al  3tenfeitl  ein  bauernber  ®lurf  uni  erfdtliegt, 
©enn  ein  S3licf,  eine  greunbelttanb,  eilig  gebrudt, 

3ft  aU,  wal  bee  ©tenfd)  ftiet  oom  SDtenftben  geniegt. 

©o<b  je  felt’ner  uni  mirb  foliber  greuben  ©eroinn, 

Um  fo  inniger  fotlten  an’l  Jperj  wir  fte  jiel)'n! 

<3ie  ftnb  unfer  bei’m  erflen  — bei’m  le$ten  ©rug  bin, 
2Bie  S3ogel  uni  bringen  ben  Senj  — mit  ibm  flieb’n. 
©rum,  efte  mir  trinfen,  Iagt  J&anb  uni  in  £anb 
©em  SOtitgefubl  febmoren,  im  Seib,  rnie  begludlt, 
©ag  jebel  ©efiibl,  einem  ©liebe  gefanbt, 

©ie  nerfdbtungene  Jtette  eleltriftb  burc&jucft. 
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OH!  BLAME  NOT  THE  BARD. 

Oh ! blame  not  the  bard,  if  he  fly  to  the  bowers, 

Where  pleasure  lies,  carelessly  smiling  at  Fame; 

He  was  born  for  much  more,  and  in  happier  hours 
His  snnl  might  have  burn'd  with  a holier  flame. 

The  string,  that  now  languishes  loose  o'er  the  lyre, 
Might  have  bent  a proud  bow  to  the  warrior's  dart;20} 

And  the  lip  , w hich  now  breathes  but  the  song  of  desire, 
Might  have  pour'd  the  full  tide  of  a patriot's  heart. 

But  alas  for  his  country!  — her  pride  is  gone  by, 

And  that  spirit  is  broken,  which  never  would  bend; 

O'er  the  ruin  her  children  in  secret  must  sigh, 

For 't  is  treason  to  love  her,  and  death  to  defend. 

Unpriz'd  are  her  sons,  till  they  “ve  learned  to  betray ; 
Undistinguish'd  they  live,  if  they  shame  not  their  sires; 

And  the  torch,  that  would  light  them  thro'  dignity's  way. 
Must  be  caught  from  the  pile,  where  their  country 

expiree. 

Then  blame  not  the  bard,  if  in  pleasure's  soft  dream, 

He  should  try  to  forget,  what  he  never  can  heal: 

Oh!  give  but  a hope  — let  a vista  but  gleam 
Through  the  gloom  of  his  country,  and  mark  how 

he  'll  feel! 

That  instant,  his  heart  at  her  shrine  would  lay  down 
Every  passion  it  nurs'd,  every  bliss  it  ador'd; 

While  the  myrtle,  now  idly  entwin'd  with  his  crown, 
Like  the  wreath  of  Harmodius,  should  cover  his  sword. 
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fd)mal)t  nid)t  Xj^h  ganger. 

£)!  fcbmdbt  nid)t  ben  ©anger,  bet  forglog  ftdj  meibt, 
UnbeEummert  um  £ftubm,  nur  bem  Staufdje  bet  8ufl; 

3fiir  ein  J?of)’re§  geboren,  in  fdjonerer  £eit 
Jpatt’  ein  ^eiliger  glammen  burcbgltibl  feine  SSrufi. 

25ie  ©aite  ber  Ceper,  jefct  fcfjlaff,  obne  Jtlang, 

Jpatte  flotj  ix>ot)i  ben  S3ogenbeg  .Rriegerg  gefpannt,20) 

Unb  bie  Sippe,  nur  atbmenb  ber  greuben  ©efang, 
$>atriotifd)en  Jperjeng  SBegeifl’rung  entfanbt. 

Sod)  adfj  feine  ^eimatf)!  — ii)r  Stubm  ifl  nerfd&olTn, 
Unb  ber  ©eifl  ifl  gebrodfen,  ber  nie  fid)  gebeugt; 

Sl)re  SEtummer  umfeufjet  nur  fceimlidbeS  ©roU’n, 

£>enn  eg  flirbt,  iner  fie  fcbiifct  unb  i&r  Siebe  bejeugt; 

23erfdbmai)t  ifl  if)r  ©obn,  big  er  lernet  SSerratb, 

Sebt  gering,  toenn  ben  97amen  ber  33citer  er  efjrt ; 

Unb  bie  gacEel,  ibm  leucbtenb  auf  rubntbollem  $pfab, 
SDlufi  tiefern  ber  d?oiiftofj,  ber  ©rin  nerjebrt. 

®rum  fcbmabt  nid&t  ben  ©anger,  it>enn  traumenb  in  8ufl, 
3u  nergeffen  er  fud)t,  roag  ibm  f)eilt  Eein  SJemitb’n: 

©in  Jpoffen  nur  gebt,  einen  ©trabl  burd)  ben  SBufl 
Unb  bie  9tad)t  feiner  #eimatb  — unb  febt  ibn  ergttib'n! 

2Bag  fe  ibn  burcbflammt,  ibm  bag  Seben  nerfcbont, 

8egt  freubig  er  bann  auf  beg  S3alerlanbg  Jpeerb, 

Unb  bie  SEJlprte,  bie  miifiig  bie  ©cblafen  ibm  Eront, 
SBirb, ein  j£rani  beg  #armobiug,  fd)mucEen fein  ©d) inert. 
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But  tho'  glory  be  gone,  and  tho'  hope  fade  away, 

Thy  name,  loved  Erin,  shall  live  in  his  songs; 

Not  ev'n  in  the  hour,  when  his  heart  is  most  gay, 

Will  he  lose  the  remembrance  of  thee  and  thy  wrongs. 
The  stranger  shall  hear  thy  lament  on  his  plains; 

The  sigh  of  thy  harp  shall  be  sent  o'er  the  deep. 

Till  thy  masters  themselves,  as  they  rivet  thy  chains, 
Shall  pause  at  the  song  of  their  captive,  and  weep! 


I ’D  MOURN  THE  HOPES. 

I "d  mourn  the  hopes  that  leave  me, 

If  thy  smiles  had  left  me  too; 

1 'd  weep  when  friends  deceive  me, 

If  thou  wert,  like  them,  untrue. 

But  while  I 've  thee  before  me, 

With  heart  so  warm  and  eyes  so  bright, 

No  clouds  can  linger  o'er  me, 

That  smile  turns  them  all  to  light. 

'T  is  not  in  fate  to  harm  me, 

While  fate  leaves  thy  love  to  me; 

'T  is  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Unless  joy  be  shared  with  thee. 
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2)odj  ob  oucO  bein  5Rut)m  unb  bein  #offen  entflob, 
SMrb,  (Srin,  bein  JUang  feine  8ieber  burdnuetjn; 
Unb  felbfl  in  ben  ©tunben,  am  innigflen  frof), 

SMrb  ipm  nie  beiner  Seiben  (grinn’rung  toergepn. 
2)ein  2Bet)ruf  foil  bringen  in’S  fernefle  8anb, 

®ein  .Rlagetieb  fcbaUen  meeriiber  jum  ^einb, 

33i$  felbfl  ber  £prann,  ber  in  £etten  bid)  bannt, 
©eineg  DpferS  ©efangen  flilt  laufctyet  unb  weint! 


34)  0tallte  $ludie. 

3d)  grollte  falfcbem  ®tuc?e, 

SBare  bein  Stic?  aud)  ooU  &rug; 

Scb  weint’  um  $reunbe6tuc?e, 

SOBarfl  bu,  fo  wie  fie,  ttoU  8ug. 

®o<b  et)"  b u mir  entflopen, 

®ein  Jj?erj  fo  warm,  bein  Stic?  fo  ticbt, 
£ann  ?ein  ®ewol?  mir  brotjen, 

®ein  Stic?  Eebrt  e«>  alt  in  8id)t. 

£ein  ©cbidffat  ?ann  mid)  briic?en, 

©o  tang  eS  mir  lafit  bein  J&erj; 

Unb  Eeine  Cufl  entjuc?en, 

®u  tpeilteft  benn  greub’  unb  ©cberv 
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One  minute's  dream  about  thee 
Were  worth  a long,  an  endless  year 
Of  waking  bliss  without  thee, 

My  own  love,  my  only  dear! 

And  tho’  the  hope  be  gone,  love, 

That  long  sparkled  o'er  our  way, 
Oh!  we  shall  journey  on,  love, 

More  safely,  without  its  ray. 

Far  better  lights  shall  win  me 
Along  the  path  I 've  yet  to  roam:  — 
The  mind  that  burns  within  me, 

And  pure  smiles  from  thee  at  home. 

Thus,  when  the  lamp  that  lighted 
The  traveller  at  first  goes  out, 

He  feels  awhile  benighted 
And  looks  round  in  fear  and  doubt. 
But  soon,  the  prospect  clearing, 

By  cloudless  starlight  on  he  treads, 
And  thinks  no  lamp  so  cheering 
As  that  light  which  Heaven  sheds. 


Ill 


(Sin  furjer  SEtaum  toon  bir,  Stcb,  . 

Sfl  mebr  alg  tnacbenb  (SitoigBeii 
©eg  ®lu<feg,  fern  toon  bir,  8ieb, 
23ietbulbige,fu|jc  SDlaib! 

Unb  ob  bag  #offen  bin,  8ieb, 

©ag  Iang  ung  ben  $>fab  erbellt, 

2Bir  jieb’n  mit  frobern  ©inn,  8ieb, 

S'lur  Jtcberer  burcb  bie  SEBelt. 

SBeit  fcbon’reg  Sicbt  roirb  leucbten 
©em  'tpfab,  ben  jefct  id)  wanbern  muf : — 
©eg  ©eifleg  flammenb  2eud)ten, 

©abeim  beiner  2(ugen  ®rufi. 

©o,  went  bag  8i<bt  toerglommen 
©er  ^erje  bei  nad)t’gem  ©ang, 

S3li<ff  um  ftdi,  fcbeu,  beBlommen, 

Unb  wabnt  jtd>  umbunBelt  bang; 

33ig  balb,  ben  33licf  erbeiternb, 

S5ei  njotfenlofem  ©ternenticbt, 

£ein  ®lanj  fo  bfrjerroeiternb 
Sbn  biinft,  alg  beg  #immelg  8id)t 
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HAS  SORROW  THY  YOUNG  DAYS  SHADED. 

Has  sorrow  thy  young  days  shaded. 

As  clouds  o'er  the  morning  fleet? 

Too  fast  have  those  young  days  faded. 

That,  even  in  sorrow,  were  sweet? 

Does  Time  with  his  cold  wing  wither 
Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear?  — 

Then,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither, 

I 'll  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 

Has  love  to  that  soul,  so  teuder, 

Been  like  our  Lagenian  mine,2*) 

Where  sparkles  of  golden  splendour 
All  over  the  surface  shine  — 

But,  if  in  pursuit  we  go  deeper. 

Allur'd  by  the  gleam  that  shone. 

Ah!  false  as  the  dream  of  the  sleeper, 

Like  Love,  the  bright  ore  is  gone. 

Has  Hope,  like  the  bird  in  the  story, 

That  flitted  from  tree  to  tree 
With  the  talisman's  glittering  glory  — 

Has  Hope  been  that  bird  to  thee  ? 
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4)at  j&ummir,  me  HPjolken  inn  Jttargcn. 

#at  Summer,  toie  SOBotfen  ben  QJlorgen, 

©etrubt  beine  3ugenb,  fo  bell? 

3ft  ber  2enj  bir,  bee  felbft  in  ©orgen 
9lod>  lieblid),  gefc&rounben  su  fdjneU  ? 

Gsrlieget  ad)!  jeglidje  Sujl  bit 
£)en  froftigen  (Bdjroingen  ber  3eit?  — 
SSenoaifte!  bann  flud)t’  an  bie  SJruft  f)ier, 

2)ie  Sbrane  um  Sbtane  bir  n>eit)t. 

3ft  Siebe  bir  ad)!  erfdjienen 
(So  falfd)  »t)ie  bie  golb’ne  $)rad>t 
3n  unfern  Sagenifdten  SDtinen,21) 

©ie  oben  uni  angeladjt  — 

2)od)  bringenb  in  tiefre  Staurne, 

©elodt  non  bent  ©Ians,  fo  t>olb, 

2fd> ! falfd),  n>ie  beg  (Sd)lummernben  Sraunte, 
StBie  Siebe,  oerfdjwanb  bag  ©olb? 

2Senn,  bent  S3ogel  im  SDtard)en  gleid>enb, 

©er  non  SBaume  su  SBaume  flog, 

SJlit  beg  SEaligman’g  ©Ians  enttneidjenb  — 

2Benn  Jpoffnung  bid)  fo  betrog, 

» 
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On  branch  after  branch  alighting. 

The  gem  did  she  still  display, 

And,  when  nearest  and  most  inviting, 
Then  waft  the  fair  gem  away? 

If  thus  the  young  hours  have  fleeted, 
When  sorrow  itself  looked  bright; 

If  thus  the  fair  hope  hath  cheated, 

That  led  thee  along  so  light; 

If  thus  the  cold  world  now  wither 
Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear: 
Come,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither, 
I 'll  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 


AS  SLOW  OUR  SHIP. 

As  slow  our  ship  her  foamy  track 
Against  the  wind  was  cleaving. 

Her  trembling  pennant  still  look'd  back 
To  that  dear  isle 't  was  leaving. 

So  loath  we  part  from  all  we  love. 

From  all  the  links  that  bind  us; 

So  turn  our  hearts  as  on  we  rove. 

To  those  we 've  left  behind  us. 
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S3on  3weigen  ju  £meigen  entrucfenb, 
©tetg  jeigte  ben  foflltcfjen  ©djem, 

®o^  ioenn  nal)  unb  jufjoc^fl  entjucfenb, 
(Sntfiiljrte  ben  ©belfletn; 

3ft  fo  bit  bee  Cenj  &erftogen, 

3m  Summer  nodfj  lid&t,  ju  fd^nett; 

£at  fo  bir  bein  #offen  getrogen, 

Dag  einft  bir  geftratylt  fo  belt; 

Gsrlieget  aefi!  feglidbe  2uft  bir 
Den  frofiigen  ©dfowingen  bee  3eit:  — 
23ern>aifte!  bann  fluent’  an  bie  23ruft  bier. 
Die  3f)rane  um  £f)rane  bir  rneiijt. 


300  ^00  £d)i/f  bt*  fdjaum^e 

©tilt  jog  bag  ©dfjiff  bie  fd&aum’ge  S3af)n 
Gsntgegen  2Bog’  unb  aBinben; 

Die  SBimpel  jitternb  rucfttmrtg  fat)n 
3f)r  liebeg  (Sitanb  fd&minben. 

©o  fd&eiben  mir  bon  Client  bang, 

3Bag  mir  in  8ieb’  umfdtjliejJen, 

Unb  fefjnenb  fdjaut  bag  Jperj  nod^  lang 
Ttuf  Die,  bie  wir  bertiefien. 

8* 
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When,  round  the  bowl,  of  vanish'd  years 
We  talk,  with  joyous  seeming,  — 

With  smiles  that  might  as  well  be  tears, 
So  faint,  so  sad  their  beaming; 

While  mem'ry  brings  ns  back  again 
Each  early  tie  that  twined  us, 

Oh,  sweet 's  the  cup  that  circles  then 
To  those  we 've  left  behind  us. 

And  when,  in  other  climes,  we  meet 
Some  isle,  or  vale  enchanting, 

Where  all  looks  flow'ry,  wild,  and  sweet, 
And  nought  but  love  is  wanting; 

We  think  howr  great  had  been  our  bliss. 
If  Heav’n  had  but  assign'd  us 
To  live  and  die  in  scenes  like  this, 

With  some  we 've  left  behind  us! 

I 

As  trav'llers  oft  look  back  at  eve, 

When  eastward  darkly  going, 

To  gaze  upon  that  light  they  leave 
Still  faint  behind  them  glowing,  — 

So,  when  the  close  of  pleasure  s day 
To  gloom  hath  near  consign'd  us, 

We  turn  to  catch  one  fading  ray 
Of  joy  that's  left  behind  us. 
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SBenn,  fdjetnbar  frob/  entfcbwunb’ner  3eit 
®en  S3ed&et  wit  frebenjen, 

SJtit  8ad)eln  ad)!  bag  fafi  n>ie  Seib, 

©o  inebmuttjooU  fein  ©lanjen; 
©ebenfen  n>ir  ber  greunbe  bann, 

2)ie  ung  bie  liebften  l)icf en: 

3Bir  ftofien  fiummen  93lid?eg  an 
tfuf  ®ie,  bic  roir  oerliefjen. 

Unb  lad&t  ung,  fern  ber  Jpeimatbflur, 

©in  jaubrifd)  SEljal  entgegen, 

Sent,  einfam=n>ilb  unb  blumig,  nur 
©ebricbt  ber  Ciebe  ©egen: 

D!  gonnt’  ung  ©ott  bie  ©eligteit, 

©old)  ©ben  ju  geniejjen, 

SDtit  ®enen  ad)!  in  Cufl  unb  8eib 
S3ereint,  bie  njir  nerliefien. 

®er  5Banbrer,  ber  gen  Dften  fd^rt, 

SBenn  2£benbfd)attcn  ftnfen, 

©ag  2fntli^  oft  nad)  SBeften  fef)rt, 

2)en  lenten  ©tral)t  ju  trinten; 

Unb  roenn  beg  ^reubentageg  ©cfjluf 
®er  9Zad)t  ung  uberroiefen, 

©dbaun  tvir  jururt  jum  ©cbeibegrujj 
jDe r Sufi,  bie  roir  oertiefjen. 
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TAKE  BACK  THE  VIRGIN  PAGE. 

WRITTEN'  ON  RETURNING  A BLANK  BOOK. 

Take  back  the  virgin  page, 

White  and  unwritten  still; 

Some  hand,  more  calm  and  sage. 

The  leaf  must  fill. 

Thoughts  come,  as  pure  as  light, 

Pure  as  even  you  require: 

But,  oh!  each  word  I write 
Love  turns  to  fire. 

Yet  let  me  keep  the  book: 

Oft  shall  my  heart  renew, 

When  on  its  leaves  I look, 

Dear  thoughts  of  you. 

Like  you,  't  is  fair  and  bright; 

Like  you,  too  bright  and  fair 
To  let  wild  passion  write 
One  wrong  wish  there. 

Haply,  when  from  those  eyes 
Far,  far  away  I roam, 

Should  calmer  thoughts  arise 
Tow'rds  you  and  home; 

Fancy  may  trace  some  line, 

Worthy  those  eyes  to  meet, 

Thoughts  that  not  burn,  but  shine. 

Pure,  calm,  and  sweet. 


Digitized  by  Google 


119 


Bm  Jhtd)  ntmm  toiler  l)ttr» 

(©efdjvicbcn  bei  3urucffenbung  einc3  unbeftfyriebenen  93ud)C$.} 

25ein  58udj  ntmm  mieber  Ijin, 

2)ag  nod>  jungfraulid)  meifie; 

Gin  tfnbrer  fdbreibe  brin, 

9flel)r  rubig,  meife. 

3mar  rein,  mie  bein  ©emutf), 

SDtir  bie  ©ebanfen  fornmen: 

£)odj  ma§  id)  fdjreibe,  gliiijt, 

Sn  Sieb’  entglommen. 

Unb  bod)  — bag  SBudb  fei  mein: 

Dft  mirb  non  feinen  ©eiten 
Gin  fiifj  ©ebenben=bein 
SDtein  Jjoerj  burd)gleiten. 

@d)6n,  rein,  gleicf)  bir,  eg  blieb, 

©leid)  bir  ju  rein  unb  Sinblid), 

©afi  fieibenfdbaft  brin  fd&rieb' 

G i n 2Bunfd)en  fiinblid^. 

§8ietleidf?t  — menn  fpater  mid) 

S3efd)leid)t  auf  fernen  SSaljnen 
tfn  JpeimatbglucE  unb  bid) 

Gin  fanfter  9Jtaf)nen:  — 

JSeidbn’  id)  ©ebanben  ein, 

2Bertf),  baft  bein  S3lid  fte  grufe, 

9Zid)t  glitbenb  — flra^tenrein, 

SRufyoolie,  fujje. 
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Ami  as,  o'er  ocean  far, 

Seamen  their  records  keep, 
Led  by  some  hidden  star 
Through  the  cold  deep; 

So  may  the  words  I write 
Tell  thro'  what  storms  I stray 
You  still  the  unseen  light. 
Guiding  my  way. 
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Unb  rote  burdj  SDteere  fern 
©eeleut’  if>c  Cog^SBudj  fatten, 
golgenb  tierf)tiUtem  ©tern 
2)urd>  ©turmeSnmtten: 

©o  tiinbe,  n>a£  td)  fdirief', 

25urd)  roeldje  ©turm’  icf>  faf}re  — 
D u fletS  mein  Seitflern  lieb, 

£>er  unftc&tbare. 
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SWEET  INNISFALLEN. 

Sweet  Innisfallen,  fare  thee  well, 

May  calm  and  sunshine  long  be  thine! 

How  fair  thou  art  let  others  tell, — 

To  feel  how  fair  shall  long  be  mine! 

Sweet  Innisfallen,  long  shall  dwell 
In  memory's  dream  that  sunny  smile. 

Which  o'er  thee  on  that  evening  fell. 
When  first  I saw  thy  fairy  isle. 

'T  was  light,  indeed,  too  blest  for  one. 
Who  had  to  turn  to  paths  of  care  — 

Through  crowded  haunts  again  to  run, 
And  leave  thee  bright  and  silent  there; 

No  more  unto  thy  shores  to  come, 

But,  on  the  world's  rude  ocean  tost, 

Dream  of  thee  sometimes,  as  a home 
Of  sunshine  he  had  seen  and  lost. 

Far  better  in  thy  weeping'honrs 
To  part  from  thee,  as  I do  now. 

When  mist  is  o'er  thy  blooming  bowers. 
Like  sorrow's  veil  on  beauty's  brow. 
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^nntsfalUtt* 

Cebroo!)t,  mein  fufeg  3nnigfaUen, 

©tetg  tackle  grieben  beiner  £Iur! 

2Ber  fprad)’  eg  aug,  bein  <3<f)6nf)eitftraf)Ien  — 
3d)  fann  eg  eroig  f it ^ l e n nut! 

Sftod)  lange  wirb  Grinn’rung  traumen 
S3on  jenem  fonn’gen  8dd)elfkaf)l 

2luf  beineg  Gilanbg  ©lutbenfdumen, 

2Clg  td)  bid)  fa!)  jum  Gtfienmal: 

Gin  ©lanj,  fur  i f)  n,  furmabr,  ju  monnig, 
®cm  £ummerpfabe  nur  uerliebn  — 

3n  jener  ©tunbe,  frieblid)  fonnig, 
gutiidf  in’g  2Bettgen>u!)l  ju  5ief)n, 

Unb  auf  beg  Sebeng  SKeeregmufle 
Sftie  mieber  bid)  ju  fef)n,  alg  nur 

3>m  SEtaunt:  alg  eine  faum  gegritfite, 
S3erlor’ne  lid)te  Jjbeimatbflur. 

SDBeit  leidjtet  jefct  in  beinem  SErauern 
©djeib’  id>  uon  beinem  23liitl)enBranj, 

Urn  weld&en  falte  9tebel  fdjauern, 

SBie  ©ram  urn  fd)6ner  2Cugen  ©lanj. 
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For,  though  tinrivall'd  still  thy  grace. 

Thou  dost  not  look,  as  then,  too  blest, 

But  thus  in  shadow,  seeufst  a place 

Where  erring  man  might  hope  to  rest  — 

Might  hope  to  rest,  and  iind  in  thee 
A gloom  like  Eden's,  on  the  day 
He  left  its  shade,  when  every  tree, 

Like  thine,  hang  weeping  o'er  his  way. 

Weeping  or  smiling,  lovely  isle! 

And  all  the  lovelier  for  thy  tears  — 

For  tho'  but  rare  thy  sunny  smile, 

'T  is  heav'n's  own  glance  when  it  appears. 

Like  feeling  hearts,  whose  joys  are  few, 

But,  when  indeed  they  come,  divine  — 

The  brightest  light  the  sun  e'er  threw 
Is  lifeless  to  one  gleam  of  thine! 
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3roctr  bift  bu  fdjon  nod)  otyne  ®leid)en, 
JDocty  nictyt,  tt>ie  etnfi,  ju  jaubrifcty  fafl; 
j£)ie  ©fatten  bein  — 2CfpIen  gleictyen, 

SBo  ©ctyutbbelabne  fdnben  Sftafl  — 

£>ie  SRafl  unb  jeneg  tiefc  ©<tytt>eigen, 

2)ae>  fiber  (Sben’g  3£uen  tying, 

2113  bei  ber  dolmen  Srauerneigen 
SDer  SOlenfcty  com  ^arabiefe  ging. 

SEeinenb  tx>ic  lattyelnb,  Silanb  toonnig! 

9tur  ffifier,  ba  bein  2luge  roeint  — 

Db  fetten  nut  bein  Sdityeln  fonnig, 

’©  ifl  #immel3glanj,  roenn  eg  erfdbeint 

2Bie  gteube  tiefe  ©eelen  felten 
Sur<tyglutyt,  bod)  bann  mit  ©ottgetoalt, 
3jt  aUer  ®lanj  bet  Jpimmelgmelten, 
ffierglictyen  beinem  Sactyeln,  fait. 
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’T  WAS  ONE  OF  THOSE  DREAMS. 

’T  was  one  of  those  dreams,  that  by  music  are  brought. 
Like  a bright  summer  haze,  o'er  the  poet's  warm  thought — 
When,  lost  in  the  future,  his  soul  wanders  on, 

And  all  of  this  life,  but  its  sweetness,  is  gone. 

The  wild  notes  he  heard  o'er  the  water  were  those 
lie  had  taught  to  sing  Erin's  dark  bondage  and  woes. 
And  the  breath  of  the  bugle  now  wafted  them  o'er 
From  Dinis'  green  isle,  to  Glena's  wooded  shore. 

He  listen'd  — while,  high  o'er  the  eagle's  rnde  nest. 
The  lingering  sounds  on  their  wray  loved  to  rest; 

And  the  echoes  sung  back  from  their  full  mountain  quire. 
As  if  loth  to  let  song  so  enchanting  expire. 

It  seem'd  as  if  ev’ry  sweet  note,  that  died  here, 

W'as  again  brought  to  life  in  some  airier  sphere, 

Some  heav'n  in  those  hills,  where  the  soul  of  the  strain 
That  had  ceased  upon  earth  was  awaking  again! 

Oh  forgive,  if,  while  listening  to  music,  whose  breath 
Seem'd  to  circle  his  name  with  a charm  against  death. 
He  should  feel  a proud  Spirit  within  him  proclaim, 
„Even  so  shalt  thou  live  in  the  echoes  of  Fame: 
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<£iit  ®raum  tear  e$,  fdjan. 

(Sin  Sraurn  war  eg,  fefion,  wie  SDluftb  ibn  oft  flicfit 
Urn  bie  ©eele  beg  Dicbterg,  wie  ©ommerbuft  licf)t  — 
SDBenn  fcbweifenb  fein  ®eifl,  in  bie  guEunft  berfenBt, 
S3on  bet  irbifeben  SBelt  nur  beg  ©cbonen  gebenBt. 

(Sr  ^orte  bie  witben  ©efang’  auf  ber  ©ee, 

Drin  er  (Srin’g  ffierbdngnifi  befungen  unb  3Beb; 

(Sineg  Sagbborng  SDbem  trug  fdfcwebenb  fie  n at) 

S3om  Snfelgrim  Dinig’  jum  walb’gen  ®lena. 

(St  taufd&te  — unb  f>od^  ob  bent  Jporfle  beg  tfar 
Die  Sone  ftc^j  wiegten  irn  tfetber  fo  {far, 

Unb  irn  Gifjor  wieberbaUten  bie  walbigen  Sqo b’n, 

2Bie  bang,  fid)  ju  trennen  bon  itldngen,  fo  fd)bn; 

X(g  ob  jebet  f)ter  unten  erfierbenbe  Son 
TCuflebtc  in  bobber  8uft=9tegion, 

Unb  im  J&immet  ber  S3erge  bie  ©eele  bom  8ieb 
(Srftdnbe,  bie  eben  auf  (Srben  »erfrf>ieb ! 

£)  oerjeibt,  wenn  — bejaubert  bon  jtlangen,  bie  mitb 
©einen  Sftamen  unflerblid)  ju  madjen  gewillt  — 

Dag  ftolje  SBewufitfein  ibn  felig  burdjbrang : 

„3f ud;  D u tebft  im  (Sdjo  beg  SRubmeg  nocb  lang; 


Digitized  by  Google 


128 


„Evcn  so,  tho'  thy  memory  should  now  die  away, 

,,'T  will  be  caught  up  again  in  some  happier  day, 
„And  the  hearts  and  the  voices  of  Erin  prolong, 
„Thronghtheau8weriiigFuture,  thy  name  and  thy  song.tfc 


THEY  KNOW  NOT  MY  HEART. 

They  know  not  my  heart,  who  believe  there  can  be 
One  stain  of  this  earth  in  its  feelings  for  thee; 

Who  think,  while  I see  thee  in  beauty's  young  hour, 
As  pure  as  the  morning's  first  dew  on  the  flow'r, 

I could  harm  what  I love,  — as  the  sun's  wanton  ray 
But  smiles  on  the  dew-drop  to  waste  it  away. 

No  — beaming  with  light  as  those  young  features  are. 
There  's  a light  round  thy  heart  which  is  lovelier  far: 
It  i«  not  that  cheek  — 't  is  the  soul  dawning  clear 
Thro'  its  innoceut  blush  makes  thy  beauty  so  dear; 
As  the  sky  we  look  up  to,  though  glorious  and  fair, 

Is  look'd  up  to  the  more,  because  Heaven  lies  there! 
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„>Dein  ©ebadjfnifj,  ob  je§t  eg  aucfi  fotlte  nennef)n, 
„1ffiirb  in  gliidticbern  SEagen  non  92euem  erflet)n, 

„3>n  ben  J&erjen  unb  ©timmen  non  (Srin  nod)  lang 
„2Bieberf)aUen  in  guBunft  bein  92am’  unb  beiu  ®ang." 


Kerntfu  mm  jfytxi  nid)t, 

<3ie  Bennen  mein  Jperj  nirfjt ! — ju  bir  meine  Sieb’ 
jammer  rein  non  bem  @iaube  beg  Srbifdjen  blieb; 

2)er  td)  prangenb  in  Sugenb  unb  @d)6nbeit  bid)  fcfjau, 
@o  rein  mie  am  SSJlorgen  in  93lumen  ber  Sbau, 
•ftonnt’  id)  je  bic^  nerfebren  — mie  bublenber  ©trabl 
£>en  SEb&utropfen  fufit  unb  jerfioret  jumal? 

92ein!  — ftrablenb  non  Cicbt  *nie  bein  2Cntli§  erblubt, 
SDein  Jperj  ein  ineit  lieblidjer  Seucbien  umgliibt; 

92id)t  bie  SBange  — bie  <SeeIe  nerBtart  bein  ®eftd)t, 
£>ie  Blar  burd)  bein  fdjulbtofeg  SEBangenrotb  brid)t: 

©o  fd)aun  wit  jum  Jpimmet,  ob  glanjnoU  unb  fcbon, 
92ur  lieber,  ineil  broben  (Slpfiumg  #bb’n. 
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FLY  NOT  YET. 


Fly  not  yet,  't  is  just  the  hour, 

"When  pleasure,  like  the  midnight  flower 
That  scorns  the  eye  of  vulgar  light, 

Begins  to  bloom  for  sous  of  night, 

And  maids  who  love  the  moon. 

’T  was  but  to  bless  these  hours  of  shade 
That  beauty  and  the  moon  were  made; 

’T  is  then  their  soft  attractions  glowing 
Set  the  tides  and  goblets  flowing. 

Oh!  stay,  — Oh!  stay,  — 

Joy  so  seldom  weaves  a chain 
Like  this  to-night,  that  oh,  "t  is  pain 
To  break  its  links  so  soon. 

Fly  not  yet,  the  fount  that  play'd 

In  times  of  old  through  Ammon's  shade, 22) 

Though  icy  cold  by  day  it  ran, 

Yet  still,  like  souls  of  mirth,  began 
To  burn  when  night  was  near. 

And  thus  should  woman's  heart  and  looks 
At  noon  be  cold  as  winter  brooks, 

]Nor  kindle  till  the  night,  returning, 

Brings  their  genial  hour  for  burning. 
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Miei)  nod)  mdjt! 

Slief)  nodj  nid&t!  ’g  ijt  jufi  bte  ©fu nb\ 

Sn  bet  im  ntonbbegfanjten  3tunb 
Sagfdjeu  bte  9lad)tbiole  gl uf)t, 

Unb  auf  in  jungen  Jperjen  blu&t 
®er  Stebe  ©eligBeit. 

3iiv  fold^e  0d&attenfiunb’  alTein 
0tra^U  grauenreij  unb  9ttonbenf<&ein ; 

2)er  3aubcr  ibrer  fanften  ©lutben 
S3ringt  ?>oBal  unb  SDleer  $um  ^lutben. 

£>  bleib!  — o bleib!  — 

SDtinneglucf  fo  felten  fiidjt 
0o  fcfrbnen  tfrana,  jcrtcif  i^n  ni<$t 
0o  balb,  ju  unferm  Seib. 

gtiei)  nodj  nidjt!  in  ‘Kmmon'8  Jpain 
Sn  alter  3eit  ber  Quell,  fo  rein,  22) 

Db  eiftg  Balt  bei  Sag  er  rann, 

S5ei*m  9taf)n  bee  sftadbt  ju  gluljn  begann, 

©leidj  jubelootler  S3ruft. 

0o  foUten  grauenfjerjen  fd&ioelTn 
2(m  Sage  Balt,  ioie  SBinterqueU’n, 

Unb  erfi,  tnenn  traut  bie  9Zacbt  geBommen, 
glammen  fjeifl,  in  2Sonn’  entglommen. 

9* 
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Oh!  stay,  — Oh!  stay,  — 

When  did  morning  ever  break, 

And  fiud  such  beaming  eyes  awake 
As  those  that  sparkle  here? 


AT  THE  MID  HOUR  OF  NIGHT. 

At  the  raid  hour  of  night,  when  stars  are  weeping,  I fly 

To  the  lone  vale  we  lov'd,  when  life  shone  warm  in 

thine  eye; 

And  I think  oft,  if  spirits  can  steal  from  the  regions 

of  air, 

To  revisit  past  scenes  of  delight,  thou  wilt  come  to 

me  there 

And  tell  me  our  love  is  remember'd,  even  in  the  sky. 

Then  I sing  the  wild  song 't  was  once  such  pleasure 

to  hear! 

When  our  voices  commingling  breath'd,  like  one,  on 

the  ear; 

And  as  Echo  far  off  through  the  vale  my  sad  orison 

rolls, 

I think,  oh  my  love!  't  is  thy  voice  from  the  King- 
dom of  Souls, 2J) 

Faintly  answering  still  the  notes  that  once  w ere  so  dear. 
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D bleib!  — o bleib!  — 
$anb  im  ^rufjlidbt  je  ber  Sag 
©o  firablenb  belle  3fugen  wacb, 
2lle>  bier  ergliibn  in  8u|l? 


$d)  file,  tontn  Sterne  m^tnen* 

Sdb  eile,  wenn  ©terne  weinen,  iief  in  bee  93a<bt 

3u  bem  Sbal,  un§  fo  lieb,  alS  warm  bein  S3lic5  no# 

gelacbt; 

Unb  wenn  ©eifler,  no#  einmal  ibr  irbif#e(>  ©luc? 

ju  umfabn, 

Sent  #tmmct  entf#wingen  ft#  fonnen,  wirft  bort  bu 

mir  nabn, 

5Jlir  fiinbenb,  baft  liebenb  bu  mein  au#  broben  geba#t. 

35ann  ftng’  i#  au$  f#on’rer  3eit  ben  wilben  ©efang, 

25rin  einigenb  beine  ©timm’  urn  meine  ft#  fcblang; 

Unb  beS  JUageliebS  SEBteberfjaU,  fern  bon  ben  SBergen 

gefanbt, 

©#eint,Sraute,mir  adf> ! beine  ©timm’  aul  ber©eligen 

Canb,«) 

2Cniwortenb  nocb  treu  bem  untoergefjli#eit  jftang. 
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NAY,  TELL  ME  NOT,  DEAR. 


Nay,  tell  me  not,  dear,  that  the  goblet  drowns 
One  charm  of  feeling,  one  fond  regret; 

Believe  me,  a few  of  thy  angry  frowns 
Are  all  I ’ve  sank  in  its  bright  wave  yet. 

Ne'er  hath  a beam 
Been  lost  in  the  stream 
That  ever  was  shed  from  thy  form  or  soul; 
The  spell  of  those  eyes, 

The  balm  of  thy  sighs, 

Still  float  on  the  surface,  and  hallow  my  bow]. 
Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  can  steal 
One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  from  me; 

Like  founts  that  awaken  the  pilgrim's  zeal. 

The  bowl  but  brightens  my  love  for  thee. 


They  tell  us  that  Love  in  his  fairy  bower 
Had  two  blush-roses,  of  birth  divine; 

He  sprinkled  (he  one  with  a rainbow's  shower. 
But  bath'd  the  other  with  mantling  wine. 

Soon  did  the  buds 
That  drank  of  the  floods 
Distill'd  by  the  rainbow,  decline  and  fade; 
While  those  which  the  tide 
Of  ruby  had  dy'd 

All  blush'd  into  beauty,  like  thee,  sweet  maid! 
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tUiti*  fag'  ntir  ntd)tr  ;C«b* 

9lein,  fag'  mit  nidjt,  8ieb,  bafj  bet  Sftebe  S31ut 
(Sin  ©etynen,  ein  imtig  S3ebauern  erttanft; 

.Sdf)  babe  biS  iefct  in  beS  SSetfcerS  gluif) 

2CUein  beine  jurnenben  S3licfe  toerfenft. 

Untet  finbt  nid&tS 
SBorn  ©lanje  beS  SidjtS, 

2)aS  jtdrper  unb  ©eele  bit  magifdf)  umwebt; 

JDein  iauberooll  2Cug’ 

Unb  buftiger  #aucf> 

2Cm  Stanbe  beS  fetched,  iljn  ^ctXigenb,  fcbmebf. 
3Drum  waijne  nidjt,  fiieb,  ba§  beS  23e<f>erS  ©c&wett’n 
(Sin  felig  SErdumen  non  bir  tterfetjrt; 

2Bie  spUgrtme  beten  an  IjeirQen  £lueUen, 

£)er  SBein  bie  £iebe  ju  bit  nerflart. 

(Sinft  pflegte  bie  8ieb’  in  bet  Seeenstfu’ 

(Sin  ©ott^entfptoffeneS  Stofenpaat; 

©ie  ne$te  bie  Sine  mit  SriStfjau, 

2)ie  tfnb’re  mit  fdbdumenbem  SDBeine  Xlar. 

33alb  abet  fen£t, 

23om  Stegen  getranBt, 

2)ie  £noSpe  bet  (Srften  ftdj  melf,  »erbtuf)t; 

2Me  3meite,  im  SCBein 
©ebabet  fo  rein, 

©lei$  bit,  o mein  Siebd^en,,  jlanb  buftig  ergliibt- 
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Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  can  steal 
One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  from  me; 

Like  founts,  that  awaken  the  pilgrim's  zeal, 
The  bowl  but  brightens  my  love  for  thee. 


ERIN ! THE  TEAR  AND  THE  SMILE  IN  THINE  EYES. 

Erin,  the  tear  and  the  smile  in  thine  eyes, 

Blend  like  the  rainbow  that  hangs  in  thy  skies! 
Shining  through  sorrow's  stream, 

Saddening  through  pleasure's  beam, 

Thy  suns  with  doubtful  gleam, 

Weep  while  they  rise. 

Erin,  thy  silent  tear  never  shall  cease, 

Erin,  thy  languid  smile  ne'er  shall  increase, 

Till,  like  the  rainbow's  light. 

Thy  various  tints  unite, 

And  form  in  heaven's  sight 
One  arch  of  peace! 
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2)rum  toaljne  niebt,  Cteb,  baft  be§  SSecfjetS  ©djmeU’n 
©in  fetig  £rdumen  won  bir  nerfebrt; 

3Bie  ^>ilgrime  beten  an  bcil’gen  Quell’n, 

2)er  2Bein  bic  Ciebe  su  bir  nerEldrt. 


Serin,  lietit  jTadjelit  iurd)  ®l)ranrit,  fa  tnittr. 

(grin,  bcin  Sacfjetn  burd>  £f)rdnen,  fo  milb, 
©leicbet  ber  3>ri6  ob  beinem  ©efilb! 

2eud)tenb  burtb  £ummernad)t, 

3Bet)mutl)  in  ©trablenpradjt, 

Stub  beine  ©onne  ladjt, 

£l)rdnent>erf)uUt. 

©tin,  bein  Sffieinen  tuirb  nimrner  geftillt, 

©rin,  bein  Cacbcln  bteibt  trauerumfyutlt, 

S3i$,  gteid)  bet  3rig  ©cfcein, 

2£Ue  bie  ©traljlen  bein 
SBolben  am  Jpimmel  ein 
grieben§gebilb! 
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COME  O’ER  THE  SEA. 

Come  o'er  the  sea, 

Maiden,  with  me, 

Mine  thro'  sunshine,  storm,  and  snows; 

Seasons  may  roll, 

But  the  true  soul 
Burns  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 

Let  fate  frown  on,  so  we  love  and  part  not; 

'T  is  life  where  thou  art,  't  is  death  where  thou  art  not. 
Then  come  o'er  the  sea, 

Maiden,  with  me, 

Come  wherever  the  wild  wind  blows; 

Seasons  may  roll, 

But  the  true  60ul 
Burns  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 

Was  not  the  sea 
Made  for  the  Free, 

Land  for  courts  and  chains  aloue? 

Here  we  are  slaves, 

But,  on  the  waves, 

Love  and  Liberty 's  all  onr  own. 

No  eye  to  watch,  and  no  tongue  to  wound  us. 

All  earth  forgot,  and  all  heaven  around  us  — 
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ifabd^n!  0 gel), 

Siebeben!  0 ge{) 
auf  bie  (See, 

SDlein  in  (Sturm  unb  (Sonnenf<bein; 

(Sommer  entmaU’n, 

Sreu  bod)  »or  2CU’n 
®mt  fiit  bicb  bie  (Seele  mein. 

5Jlein  Coo$  fei  nadjtig,  menn  bu  nut  mein  Sicbt  bift, 
5Bei  bit  ijl  Seben,  unb  Sob,  mo  bu  nidjt  btfh 
£iebd)en!  brum  gel) 

Sttii  auf  bie  (See, 

^omm,  mobin  un$  aucb  tteibt  bet  2Binb; 
(Sommer  entmaU’n, 

SEBarrn  bod)  nor  JCU’n 
S5teibt  mein  Jperj  bir  treugeftnnt. 

SEBogen  atlein 
<Sinb  fiit  bie  grei’n, 

Canb  fiit  (SElaoen,  Sbtonelglanj 
Unb  £etten  fo  fdjmer! 

9lut  auf  bem  SJteer 
Cieb’  unb  greibeit  finb  unfet  ganj. 

Jfein  S5Iid5  bemaebt,  unb  Eein  JtranBen  mad&t  flurnm  unS, 
2)ie  2Belt  oerfdjoll’n  unb  bet  Jjoimmet  nut  um  unS  — 
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Then  come  o'er  the  sea, 
Maiden,  with  me, 

Mine  thro'  snnshine,  storm,  and  snows; 
Seasons  may  roll, 

But  the  true  sonl 
Burns  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 


HOW  DEAR  TO  ME  THE  HOCR. 

IIow  dear  to  me  the  hour  when  daylight  dies, 

And  sunbeams  melt  along  the  silent  sea, 

For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  days  arise, 

And  memory  breathes  her  vesper  sigh  to  thee. 

And,  as  I watch  the  line  of  light,  that  plays 
Along  the  smooth  wave  tow'rd  the  burning  west, 

I long  to  tread  that  golden  path  of  rays, 

And  think 't  would  lead  to  some  bright  isle  of  rest. 
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Siebd&en!  brum  gel) 

SDtit  auf  bie  (See, 

SJtein  in  (Sturm  unb  (Sonnenfcfjein; 
(Sommer  entroaU’n, 

Sreu  bod^  »or  2(U’n 
©liiljt  fur  bidj  bie  <Seele  mein. 


3He 

£>ie  (Stunbe  fegn’  id),  menn  ba$  tfbenbgtiifjen 
2Beitf)in  in’6  SDteer,  in'S  eingelutlte,  taud)t, 

Unb  alte,  fufie  SEraume  roieber  blutyen, 
Srinnerung  if)r  SRad&tgebet  bit  f)aud)t. 

S'tad&fdjauenb  lang  ber  ®tanje£ftreifen  ©leiten 
tfuf  glottem  (Spiegel  glub’nbem  2Be(ten  ju, 
5Dtod)t’  id)  ben  golb’nen  <Straf)lenpfab  befdjreiten, 
2US  fiiJjrt’  er  an  ein  (Silanb  fel’ger  Stul)’. 
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WHEN  FIRST  I MET  THEE. 

When  first  I met  thee,  warm  and  young, 
There  shone  such  truth  about  thee, 

And  on  thy  lip  such  promise  hung, 

I did  not  dare  to  doubt  thee, 

I saw  thee  change,  yet  still  relied, 

Still  clung  with  hope  the  fonder. 

And  thought,  tho'  false  to  all  beside, 

From  me  thou  couldst  not  wander. 

But  go,  deceiver!  go, 

The  heart,  whose  hopes  could  make  it 
Trust  one  bo  false,  so  low, 

Deserves  that  thou  shouldst  break  it. 

When  every  tongue  thy  follies  nam'd, 

I fled  the  unwelcome  story; 

Or  found,  in  ev'n  the  faults  they  blam'd, 
Some  gleams  of  future  glory. 

I still  was  true,  when  nearer  friends 
Conspired  to  wrong,  to  slight  thee; 

The  heart  that  now  thy  falsehood  rends, 
Would  then  have  bled  to  right  thee. 

But  go,  deceiver!  go,  — 

Some  day,  perhaps,  thou  'It  waken 
From  pleasure's  dream,  to  know 
The  grief  of  hearts  forsaken. 
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fceiiur  Jttorgennrtlj, 

3n  beiner  3ugenb  SJtorgenrotb 
SBarft  bu  fo  roabf  ju  fcbauen, 

©ie  Sippe  fold)  Serbeijien  bot, 

9tid)t  Bonnt’  id)  bir  mifitrauen. 

©u  warbft  ein  2Cnb’rer  — fefter  nut 
J^icU  id)  am  fiifjen  Jpoffen: 

Db  falfd)  aud)  Men,  fei  bein  (Sprout 
S3or  mit  bod)  roabr  unb  offen. 

©o<b,  3falfd)er,  fabre  bin! 

©ad  Jperj,  bad  bu  betborteft 
©o  leicbt  mit  fdbnobem  <Sinn, 

S3erbient,  bajj  bu’d  jerfiorteft 

2Cld  3eber  beine  geblcr  nannt’, 

Jpielt  id)  mein  Df)T  »erfd)loffen; 

3a,  felbft  in  beiner  ©djulb  nod)  fanb 
3d)  ftinft’gen  Stubmed  ©profien. 

Stein  Jperj  blieb  tteu,  aid  greunbe  bid) 

©efdjanbet  unb  beleibigt; 

©ad  jefct  gebrodjen  batte  bid) 

Slit  feinem  Slut  oertbeibigt. 

©od)  g eb/  Setruger,  geb! 

©u  roirfi  t>ieUeid[)t  nad)  3abren 
Setlaffner  Jperjen  Sffieb, 

SSom  Staufd;  erraacbt,  erfabren. 
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Even  now,  tho'  youth  it*  bloom  has  shed, 

>o  lights  of  age  adorn  thee: 

The  few,  who  lov'd  thee  once,  have  fled. 

And  they  who  flatter  scorn  thee. 

Thy  midnight  cup  is  pledg'd  to  slaves, 

No  genial  ties  enwreath  it; 

The  smiling  there,  like  light  on  graves. 

Has  rauk  cold  hearts  beneath  it. 

Go  — go  — tho'  worlds  were  thine, 

I would  not  now  surrender 
One  taintless  tear  of  mine 
For  all  thy  guilty  splendour! 

And  days  may  come,  thou  false  one!  yet 
When  even  those  ties  shall  sever; 

When  thou  wilt  call,  with  vain  regret. 

On  her  thou  'st  lost  for  ever; 

On  her  who,  in  thy  fortune's  fall 
With  smiles  had  still  receiv'd  thee. 

And  gladly  did  to  prove  thee  all 
Her  fancy  first  believ'd  thee. 

Go  — go  — ’t  is  vain  to  curse, 

’T  is  weakness  to  upbraid  thee; 

Hate  cannot  wish  thee  worse 
Than  guilt  and  shame  have  made  thee. 
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©eltfl  je$t,  beraubt  bcr  Sugenb  fd>on, 
2Bic  bifl  bu  baar  beg  ©<bonen! 

2)te  2Ben’gen,  bie  bid)  liebten,  flobn, 
Unb  bie  bir  fcbmeidjeln  — bobnen. 
J?ein  grobftnn  beinen  S3ed)er  Eranjt, 

Qx  eint  nur  ©Elabenberjen; 

Db  oben,  Ealten  S3ufen  glanjt 
3b*  S3licE,  wie  ©rabegEerjen. 

®eb!  — ge&!  — ob  SOSelten  bein, 
3d>  gab’  im  2lug',  im  feud)ten. 


Sfrdjt  eine  Sfjrane  rein 


giir  all  bein  fcfjulbboll  Seutfcten! 


Hud)  Eommt  bie  Seit  nodj,  wo  oerwebt 
©elbfl  biefer  Sanbe  ©dimmer; 

2Bo  reueboll  bu  fucfjfl  ju  fpat, 

2)ie  bu  berlorfl  fur  immer; 

2)ie  nod),  alg  all  bein  ©lud?  entflob, 

®id>  liebenb  baft’  entpfangen, 

Sur  ibren  fel’gen  ©lauben  ftob 
SCBar’  in  ben  Sob  gegangen. 

®eb ! — geb ! — wag  bag  ©roU’n, 


’©  ifl  ©dbwadbbeit,  bid)  ju  fdjelten; 


#a|j  Eann  nicbt  fd)led)ter  woll'n 


2)i<b  ©(bulbs  unb  ©d>madj5@nt|ieUten! 
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SING,  SWEET  HARP, 

Sing,  sweet  Harp,  oh  sing  to  ine 
Some  song  of  ancient  days, 

Whose  sounds,  in  this  sad  memory, 
Long  buried  dreams  shall  raise;  — 
Some  lay  that  tells  of  vanish'd  fame, 
Whose  light  once  round  us  shone  ; 
Of  noble  pride,  now  turn'd  to  shame. 
And  hopeB  for  ever  gone.  — 

Sing,  sad  Harp,  thus  sing  to  me; 

Alike  our  doom  is  cast, 

Both  lost  to  all  hut  memory, 

We  live  but  in  the  past. 

How  mournfully  the  midnight  air 
Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh, 

As  if  it  sought  some  echo  there 
Of  voices  long  gone  by  ; — 

Of  Chieftains,  now  forgot,  who  seem'd 
The  foremost  then  in  fame ; 

Of  Bards  who,  once  immortal  deem'd, 
Now  sleep  without  a name.  — 

In  vain,  sad  Harp,  the  midnight  air 
Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh; 

In  vain  it  seeks  an  echo  there 
Of  voices  long  gone  by. 
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ffcraut*  j@ar fe,  0 (kg'. 

JEraute  Jparfe,  ftng’,  0 ftng’ 

(gin  8ieb  toon  alter  $eit, 

©ag  lang  begrab’ne  SEraume  bring’ 

Sn  mein  ©emiitb  tooll  8eib;  — 

(gin  Sieb,  bag  laut  toom  Sftubme  jeugt, 
©efj  ®lanj  ung  einft  erbeUt, 

Son  eblem  Stolj,  nun  fd>macbgebeugt. 
Son  #offnung,  langft  jerfc^eUt.  — 
(Singe,  £arfe,  fo  soil  8eib, 

©enn  gleidj  ift  unfer  8oog; 

SEBit  leben  im  (grinnern  Seib’, 

3m  8angji»erlor’nen  blog. 

SBie  btagt  burd)  beine  Saiten  bin 
©eg  sjiadfjtitoinbg  Seufjergrott’n! 

2(lg  fudbt’  eg  bang  ein  (gcbo  brin 
Son  Stimmen,  langft  toerfdjolTn;  — 
S3on  ^>elben,  einft  jubodbft  geebrt, 

Son  J?einem  jefct  gefannt. 

Son  Sangetn,  einft  beg  Sorbeetg  roertb. 
Son  ^einem  je^t  genannt.  — 

Umfonft  burd)  beine  Saiten  bin 
©eg  Stadjtminbg  SeufjergroU’n! 

(gg  fudfrt  umfonft  ein  (gd)o  brin 
Son  Stimmen,  langft  toerfcboll'n. 

10* 
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Conld'st  thoo  but  call  those  spirits  round. 
Who  once,  in  bower  and  hall, 

Sate  listening  to  thy  magic  sound, 

Now  mute  aut  mouldering  all;  — 

But,  no;  they  would  but  wake  to  weep 
Their  children's  slavery; 

Then  leave  them  in  their  dreamless  sleep, 
The  dead,  at  least,  are  free ! — 

Hush,  hush,  sad  Harp,  that  dreary  tone. 
That  knell  of  Freedom's  day; 

Or,  listening  to  its  death-like  moan, 

Let  met,  too,  die  away. 


OH,  THE  SIGHT  ENTRANCING. 

Oh,  the  sight  entrancing, 

When  morning's  beam  is  glancing 
O'er  files  array'd 
With  helm  and  blade, 

And  plumes,  in  the  gay  wind  dancing! 
When  hearts  are  all  high  beating. 
And  the  trumpet's  voice  repeating 
That  song,  whose  breath 
May  lead  to  death, 

But  never  to  retreating. 
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(SrmecEtefi  bu  bie  ©eifter  all, 

©ie  fonfl  in  #aU’  unb  8aub’ 

Dft  laufdfjten  beinent  3au&etf*all/ 
Sefct  ftumm  in  SJloberflaub:  — 

©ie  mtirben  a*!  beroeinen  bloS 
©er  @of)ne  ©Elauerei; 

©rum  tafj  fie  fdbtummern  trdumeloS, 
©ie  SEobten  ftnb  bo*  frei!  — 

9ti*t,  Jparfe,  ni*t  ben  SEobtenfang 
21 m greiljeitSgrab,  fo  grell! 

21*!  ober  lauf*enb  feinem  £lang 
8af?  mi*  au*  fierben  f*nell. 


JUbiuh,  fdjan  nor  all»?n. 

D,  2£nbti<f,  f*on  nor  alien, 

SPBenn  SOtorgenfiraftlen  fallen 
2Cuf  SReib’n,  bemeftrl, 

9D2it  Jjoelm  unb  ©*n>ert, 

Unb  gfafenen  im  SEBtnbe  maUen! 
2Benn  Jperjen  mutl)ig  f*n>ellen, 
Srompeten  fcbmetternb  geUen 
©en  ©*la*truf  meit 
3u  SEob  unb  ©Ireit, 

©o*  nie  jur  glu*t,  jut  f*neUen. 
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Oh,  the  sight  entrancing, 

When  morning's  beam  is  glancing 
O'er  files  array'd 
With  helm  and  blade,  . 

And  plnmes,  in  the  gay  wind  dancing. 
Yet,  't  is  not  helm  or  feather  — 

For  ask  yon  despot,  whether 
His  plnmed  bands 
Could  bring  such  hands 
And  hearts  as  ours  together. 

Leave  pomps  to  those  who  need  'em  — 
Give  man  bnt  heart  and  freedom, 

And  prond  he  braves 
The  gaudiest  slaves 
That  crawl  where  monarchs  lead  'em. 
The  sword  may  pierce  the  beaver. 
Stone  walls  in  time  may  sever, 

'T  is  mind  alone, 

Worth  steel  and  stone, 

That  keeps  men  free  for  ever. 

Oh,  that  sight  entrancing, 

When  the  morning's  beam  is  glancing, 
O'er  files  array’d 
With  helm  and  blade, 

And  in  Freedom's  cause  advancing! 
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£>,  Tlnblidf,  fdfton  bor  alien, 

2Benn  SDlorgenftrablen  fallen 
2fuf  Steib’n,  beweljrt 
SJlit  Jpelrn  unb  ©<btt>ert, 

Unb  gabnen  im  2Binbe  maUen ! 

©odj  ftnb’6  niebt  Jpelm  unb  8anjen  — 
©enn  jeneg  £errfcberg  ©ebranjen, 

Db  fdbmurt  in  (Srj, 

©inb  obne  #erj, 

.ftein  ©eifi  im  boljlen  ©anjen! 

$pomp  brauebt  ber  Jperrfcber=58ann  nur  — 
©ebt  greiljeitgglubn  bem  SKann  nur, 

Gsr  tro§t  boll  SJtutb 
©er  ©Slabenbrut, 

©ie  fuftret  ein  SEqrann  nur. 

©a$  ©cbmert  fann  J&elme  fpalten, 

(SB  roeiebt  bet  $eit  ©ewalten 
©er  3BaU  bon  ©tein  — 

©er  ©eifi  allein 
.Kann  SJlenfdjen  frei  erbalten. 

D,  TInblicf  febon  bor  alien, 

SBenn  SDtorgenfirablen  fallen 
3£uf  Sleib'n,  beroebrt 
SOtit  #elm  unb  ©dbwert, 

Unb  greibeitSfabnen  roallen! 
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GO  WHERE  GLORY  WAITS  THEE. 

Go  where  glory  waits  thee, 

But  while  fame  elates  thee, 

Oh!  still  remember  me. 
hen  the  praise  thou  meetest 
To  thine  ear  is  sweetest. 

Oh!  then  remember  me. 

Other  arms  may  press  thee. 

Dearer  friends  caress  thee, 

All  the  joys  that  bless  thee, 

Sweeter  far  may  be; 

But  when  friends  are  nearest, 

And  w hen  joys  are  dearest, 

Oh!  then  remember  me! 

When,  at  eve,  thou  rovest 
By  the  star  thou  lovest. 

Oh!  then  remember  me. 

Think,  w'hen  home  returning. 

Bright  we ’ve  seen  it  burning, 

Oh ! thus  remember  me. 

Oft  as  summer  closes, 

When  thine  eye  reposes 
On  its  liiig'ring  roses, 

Ouce  so  lov'd  by  thee, 

Think  of  her  who  wove  them 
Her  who  made  thee  love  them. 

Oh!  then  remember  me. 
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< ) 3u  Bul)m  unli  <&iait3e. 

®e&  §u  SRubnt  unb  ©lanje, 

2)otf)  im  SorbeerBranje 
D!  nod)  gebenBe  mein. 

SDBenn  bit  *prei6  emporBtingt, 
©tijjeft  an  bein  Di)t  Blingt, 

D!  bann  gebenBe  mein. 

2fnbrer  tfrrn  wof)l  btticEt  bid^, 
Sraut're  8ieb’  entjiicft  bid), 

253aS  an  Sufi  begtiicBt  bid) 

(Buffet  weit  mag  fein; 

2)od)  menn  greunb’  am  nadtften, 
©liicB  unb  greub’  am  bodjfien, 

D!  bann  gebenBe  mein. 

@d)weifft  bu  2Cbenb£  feme 
5Bei  bem  trauten  (Sterne, 

£)!  bann  gebenBe  mein. 

JDenB’  im  Jpeimjieb’n : blinBenb 
Saf)n  einjt  wit  if)n  minBenb, 

D!  fo  gebenBe  mein. 

Sdjaut  bein  3Cuge  bangenb 
Sftofen,  jttngft  fo  prangenb, 

2BeIB  ju  SBoben  bangenb, 

(Sinft  bie  liebfien  bein, 

®enB,  wer  bit  fte  bradjte, 

Sir  fte  tbcuet  mad)te, 

£) ! bann  gebenBe  mein. 
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When,  around  thee  dying, 
Autumn  leaves  are  lying, 

Oh  ! then  remember  me. 
And,  at  night,  when  gazing 
On  the  gay  hearth  blazing. 
Oh!  still  remember  me. 
Then  should  music,  stealing 
All  the  soul  of  feeling, 

.To  thy  heart  appealing. 

Draw  one  tear  from  thee; 
Then  let  memoryr  bring  thee 
Strains  I us'd  to  sing  thee,  — 
Oh!  then  remember  me. 


SILENCE  IS  IN  OUR  FESTAL  HALLS, 

Silence  is  in  our  festal  halls,  — 24) 

Sweet  Son  of  Song ! thy  course  is  o’er; 

In  vain  on  thee  sad  Erin  calls, 

Her  minstrel's  voice  responds  no  more;  — 
All  silent  as  th'  Aeolian  shell 
Sleeps  at  the  close  of  some  bright  day, 
When  the  sweet  breeze,  that  waked  its  swell 
At  sunny  morn,  hath  died  away. 


■ r 
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©ieftft  im  Jperbji  bu  btei<f)en 
Sttngg  ber  flatter  Seidben, 
D!  bamt  gebenEe  mein, 
©dbauft  bu  traumeStrunEen 
9lacf)t$  tit  JpeerbeSfunEen, 

D!  bann  gebenEe  mein. 
2Benn  SOluftE,  bid)  rufyrenb, 
Seine  ©eel’  entfuftrenb, 
SBeidb  bein  ^erj  berubrenb, 
8ocEt  bic  Styranen  bein, 
SEBecEe  fanft  tf)r  £tang  btr 
Bieber  bic  id&  fang  btr  — 

£)!  bann  gebenfe  metn. 


tflerftummt  flnti  unfre  SeflistyaVl'n. 

83erfiummt  ftnb  unfre  ^eftegbaU’n  — 2*) 

Su,  ebler  ©anger,  fanEji  in  Sftadbt; 
S3ergeblid)  Gsrin’tS  JHagen  batt’n, 

Sein  ftifier  ©ang  nid)t  meijr  ermad&t;  — 
©o  rut)t  im  Udtten  Tfbenbgliilj’n 
Ser  2feol^b)arfe  3^uberElang, 

SDBenn  3epi)9t/  ber  im  SDiorgenblub’n 
Sb*  ©dbmeU’n  geroetft,  in  ©drummer  fanE. 
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Yet,  at  oar  feasts,  thy  spirit  long, 

Awaked  by  music's  spell,  shall  rise; 

For,  name  so  link'd  with  deathless  song 
Partakes  its  charm  and  never  dies; 

And  ev’n  within  the  holy  fane, 

When  music  wafts  the  soul  to  heaven. 
One  thought  to  him,  whose  earliest  strain 
Was  echoed  there,  shall  long  be  given. 

But,  where  is  now  the  cheerful  day, 

The  social  night,  when,  by  thy  side, 

He,  who  now  weaves  this  parting  lay, 

His  skilless  voice  with  thine  allied; 

And  sung  those  songs  whose  every  tone, 
When  bard  and  minstrel  long  have  past, 
Shall  still,  in  sweetness  all  their  own, 
Embalm'd  by  fame,  undying  last. 

Yes,  Erin,  thine  alone  the  fame,  — 

Or,  if  thy  bard  have  shared  the  crown, 
From  thee  the  borrow’d  glory  came, 

And  at  thy  fet  is  now  laid  down. 

Enough,  if  Freedom  still  inspire 
His  latest  song,  and  still  there  be, 

As  evening  closes  round  his  lyre, 

One  ray  upon  its  chords  from  thee. 
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Unb  bodj,  in  frofjer  gefie  ©d>all 
©ein  ©eifi  fur  immer  un§  umfd)tnebt, 
©enn  tnie  bcin  ©ang,  unfierblidb  aU, 

©ein  9tame  unnergefjlid)  lebt; 

3m  Sempel  felbft,  tnenn  9DteIobien 
©ie  ©eele  fcbmcU’n  mit  Jj?immel<>brang, 
SDBirb  ftetd  ft'e  benEen  aud)  an  i t)  n, 

©e§’  frubfteS  Sieb  bort  roieberElang. 

2Bo  ifi  bie  3eit  nun,  luftbefcbwingt, 

@o  mantbe  frof)  gefeU’ge  Sftacbt, 

©ie  er,  ber  jcfct  bieS  £ieb  bit  bringt, 

SJlit  bir  bet  ©ang  unb  (Spiel  burtbtradbt? 
2tl$  jene  Sieber  all  erfdjoU’n, 

©ie,  jauberreicb,  nom  Sftubnt  getneibt, 
SEBenn  SSarb’  unb  SJltnflrel  langfl  nerfcboll’n, 
©urcbElingen  einfl  bie  fernfie  £eit 

3a,  ©tin,  bir  ber  Stubm  aUein ! — 

Unb  tbeilte  ii)n  bein  ©anger  f)i«, 

©r  borgte  nut  non  bir  ben  ©cbein, 

Unb  legt  if)n  je£t  5U  gufien  bir; 

©enug,  tnenn  greibeit  nod>  burcbEtingt 
©ein  le$tet>  8ieb,  unb  — eb’  bie  97ad)t 
2Cuf  feine  Beger  nieberftnEt  — 

©in  ©trabl  non  bir  nocb  <*uf  ib* 
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National  airs. 


FLOW  ON,  THOU  SHINING  RIVER. 

(PORTUGUESE  AIR.) 

Flow  on,  thou  shining  river; 

But,  ere  thou  reach  the  sea, 

Seek  Ella's  bower,  and  give  her 
The  wreaths  I fling  o'er  thee. 

And  tell  her  thus,  if  she  'll  be  mine, 
The  current  of  our  lives  shall  be. 
With  joys  along  their  course  to  shine, 
Like  those  sweet  flowers  on  thee: 

But  if,  in  wandering  thither, 

Thou  find'st  she  mocks  my  prayer, 
Then  leave  those  wreathB  to  wither 
Upon  the  cold  bank  there; 

And  tell  her  thus,  when  youth  is  o'er, 
Her  lone  and  loveless  charms  shall  be 
Thrown  by  upon  life's  weedy  shore, 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  from  thee. 
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3$oIf$tpetfett« 


Aiefi  roetter,  Strain,  unl>  glanae, 

(^ortuflicftfdjc  SBeife.) 

Stietj  wetter,  (Strom,  unb  glanje, 

®odb  im  23oruberfd)welt’n 
S3ring  Gslla  biefe  ^ranje, 

©efireut  in  beine  SBell’n; 

Unb  fag’  il)r:  roirb  fie  liebenb  mein, 

©oil  unfreS  8ebent>  ©tromung  reidb 
Sion  greuben  «berbluf>et  fein, 

#iet  beinen  Jlranjen  gleid). 

SDodj  borft  bu  bort  am  Sanbe, 

©af  ft'e  oerf)6f)nt  mein  Steftn, 

©o  lajj  bie  .Kranj’  am  ©tranbe 
23ermeJben  unb  oerwebn; 

Unb  fag’  it)r:  wenn  it)r  Cenj  entfdjmanb, 
3Birb  aU  ibr  SJteij,  ber  8iebe  baar, 
S3erwei)n  am  oben  CebenSfiranb, 

©teid&  beiner  S3lumenfdbaar. 


Digitized  by  Google 


160 


SHOULD  THOSE  FOND  HOPES. 

(PORTUGUESE  AIR.) 

Should  those  fond  hopes  e'er  forsake  thee,1*) 

Which  now  so  sweetly  thy  heart  employ; 

Should  the  cold  world  come  to  wake  thee 
From  all  thy  visions  of  youth  and  joy; 

Should  the  gay  friends,  for  whom  thou  wonldst  banish 
Him  who  once  thought  thy  young  heart  his  own, 

All,  like  spring  birds,  falsely  vanish, 

And  leave  thy  winter  unheeded  and  lone;  — 

Oh!  't  is  then  that  he  thou  hast  slighted, 

Would  come  to  cheer  thee,  when  all  seem'd  o'er; 

Then  the  truant,  lost  and  blighted, 

Would  to  his  bosom  be  taken  once  more. 

Like  that  dear  bird  we  both  can  remember, 

Who  left  us  while  summer  shone  round, 

But,  when  chill'd  by  bleak  December, 

On  our  threshold  a welcome  still  found. 
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Wtrfc  betn  $of fen  je  3ertrumnurt. 

(«Pt>rtUflicfif<^c  fficife.) 

SDBirb  bein  #offen  je  jertrummert, 25) 

©ad  j efct  fo  wonnig  bit  l>ebt  bie  SBruft, 
SOluft  bu  fdjeiben  einfl  beEiimmert 
83on  all  ben  SErdumen  bet  3ugenb  unb  8ufl ; 
©ollten  bie  gfteunb’,  um  bie  bu  bertrieben 
3i)n,  bet  einfl  tbdf)nte,  bein  Jperj  fei  fein, 
grufjlingdbogeln  gleitf),  jerflieben, 

3m  ©inlet  laffen  bid)  fdjufclod,  allein:  — 

©ann  rourb ’ er,  bem  Jpofon  bu  gefprodfren, 

©id)  Itebenb  Itoflen  in  beinet  £lual; 

®ie  bu  arm,  bermaiPt,  gebtodien, 

SDSurbefi  am  SSufen  it)m  tuijn  nod)  einraal; 
®an$  roie  bad  S3bglcin,  tl)euer  und  S3eiben, 
©ad  im  ©ommer  fid)  bon  und  geroanbt, 
®od),  erflarrt,  $u  2Binterdjeiten 
Unfre  ©djmeUe  field  gafilid)  bod)  fanb. 
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HARK!  THE  VESPER  HYMN  IS  STEALING. 

(RUSSIAN  AIR.) 

Hark!  the  vesper  hymn  is  stealing 
O'er  the  waters  soft  and  clear; 

Nearer  yet  and  nearer  pealing, 

And  now  bursts  upon  the  ear: 

Jubilate,  Ainen. 

Farther  now,  now  farther  stealing 
Soft  it  fades  upon  the  ear, 

Jubilate,  Amen. 

Now,  like  moonlight  waves  retreating 
To  the  shore,  it  dies  along ; 

Now\  like  angry  surges  meeting, 

Breaks  tke  mingled  tide  of  song: 

Jubilate,  Amen. 

Hush!  again,  like  waves,  retreating 
To  the  sh:;re,  it  dies  along: 

Jubilale,  Amen. 
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ipcni)!  Me  Vesyevtyymne,  IjalUniJ. 

OJtufftfcfje  SBcife.) 

^>ordf>!  bte  ^egperfjgmne,  fyallenb 
©anft  unb  Har  btc  glutf)  entlang; 

Sia^er  fletg  unb  nafjer  fdf>aUcnb, 
©c^roiUt  jum  Dbt  ber  nolle  JUang: 
Subilate,  2fmen! 

Stoner  je$t  unb  ferner  fjallenb, 

(Sanft  entfdfrroebt  beg  Siebeg  £lang: 
Subilate,  tfmen! 

3e|t  erftirbt’g,  mie  SDlonbfdjeinmeUen 
Setfe  jum  ©eflabe  roUn; 

3e§t,  tcie  jorn’ger  ©tcubel  (ScfcroeUen, 
SBranbenb  brauft  beg  Ctebeg  ®roUn 
jubilate,  2(men! 

SBieber,  ^orcf> ! erfiirbt’g,  toie  SBellen 
Setfe  jum  ©eflabe  roUn: 

Subilale,  2lmen! 


li* 
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THERE  COMES  A TIME. 

(GERMAN  AIR.) 

There  comes  a time,  a dreary  time. 

To  him  whose  heart  hath  flown 
O'er  all  the  fields  of  youth's  sweet  prime. 
And  made  each  flower  its  own. 

'T  is  when  his  sonl  most  first  renounce 
Those  dreams  so  bright,  so  fond; 

Oh!  then  's  the  time  to  die  at  once. 

For  life  has  nought  beyond. 

When  sets  the  sun  on  Afric’s  shore, 

That  instant  all  is  night ; 

And  so  should  life  at  once  be  o'er, 

When  Love  withdraws  his  light;  — 

Nor,  like  our  northern  day.  gleam  on 
Through  twilight’s  dim  delay. 

The  cold  remains  of  lustre  gone, 

Of  fire  long  pass’d  away. 
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dr*  kommt  fine  -Beit. 

(Scutf<be  SBeife.) 

@g  fommt  fine  3eit  eine  trubc  3eit 
Jiit  ber  froblid)  roilb 
Surdtfdnndrmt  ber  3ugenb  ©eligfeif, 
Unb  jeben  SBunfch  geftillt: 

SBSenn  er  ftuerji  entfagen  mufj 
Sen  Sraumen,  lieb  unb  bebr; 

Sann  Ware  jaber  Sob  ©enufj! 

Sa8  Seben  ift  bann  leer. 

3m  ©tiben,  fitnft  bie  ©onne,  bricbt 
^loglicb  herein  bie  Sftacbt; 

©o  follte,  fdjroanb  ber  Siebe  Sicbt, 
Sag  8eben  fein  boUbradjt;  — 

Unb  nid)t  im  glanjlog  fallen  2Bejl, 
®leid)  unferm  Sag  im  5^orb  — 
(Srlofcbner  ©lutben  Balter  SReft  — 

3m  3mielid)t  bammern  fort. 
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MY  HARP  HAS  ONE  UNCHANGING  THEME. 

(BWEIH8H  AIR.) 

My  harp  has  one  unchanging  theme. 

One  strain  that  still  comes  o’er 

Its  languid  chord,  as  't  were  a dream 
Of  joy  that 's  now  no  more. 

In  vain  I try,  with  livelier  air, 

To  wake  the  breathing  string; 

That  voice  of  other  times  is  there, 

And  saddens  all  I sing. 

Breathe  on,  breathe  on,  thou  languid  strain. 
Henceforth  be  all  my  own; 

Though  thou  art  oft  so  full  of  pain 
Few  hearts  can  bear  thy  tone. 

Yet  oft  thou  'rt  sweet,  as  if  the  sigh, 

The  breath  that  Pleasure's  wings 

Gave  out,  when  last  they  wanton’d  by. 

Were  still  upon  thy  strings. 
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Jfcletn  ijjarffnfoul  ^urdjklinget  bang. 

(@d)wet>ifd)e  SBcifc.) 

SJtein  Jparfenfpiel  burd?Elinget  bang 
Sin  roanbeUofer  Son, 

SDSte  femer  Sraumee>njieberElang 
23on  Steuben,  langjl  entflot)n. 

Umfonft:  ein  Sieb  boll  Srol)lid)Eeit 
SDtein  ©aitenfpiel  belebt  — 

2Ccf)!  jene  ©tirnm’  entfd)munbner  3«it 
3>n  jebem  2tebe  bebt. 

£)!  tone  foct,  bu  .ftlang  boll  ©djmetj, 

©ei  einjtg  mein  fortan, 

Db  oft  fo  triib,  bajj  mancbeS  Jjoers 
Std)  nid)t  ertragen  Eann. 

2>odj  oft  ertonfi  bu  fiijier  aud), 

2116  fei  bit  nod)  bemuft 
2)e6  lenten  2lbfd)ieb6  Sadfjelbaud) 

23om  ©d>tbingenpaar  bet  2uji. 
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PEACE  BE  AROUND  THEE. 

(scotch  air.) 

Peace  be  around  thee,  wherever  thou  rov'st; 

May  life  be  for  thee  one  summer’s  day, 

And  all  that  thou  wishest,  and  all  that  thou  lov'st, 
Come  smiling  around  thy  sunny  way! 

If  sorrow  e'er  this  calm  should  break. 

May  even  thy  tears  pass  off  so  lightly, 

Like  spring-showers,  they  'll  only  make 
The  smiles  that  follow  shine  more  brightly. 

May  Time,  who  sheds  his  blight  o'er  all. 

And  daily  dooms  some  joy  to  death, 

O'er  thee  let  years  so  gently  fall, 

They  shall  not  crush  one  flower  beneath. 

As  half  in  shade  and  half  in  sun 
This  world  along  its  path  advances, 

May  that  side  the  sun  's  upon 
Be  all  that  e'er  shall  meet  thy  glances! 
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untflfb*  fctd). 

(©d)ottifd)e  ffieifc.) 

Srieben  umgebe  bid),  tt>o  bu  aud>  lebfl. 

Sag  Seben  fei  bit  e i n ©ommertag, 

Unb  all  toag  bu  liebefl  unb  roag  bu  erjhebjl, 
2Cuf  fonnigem  $>fab  bir  Iddjeln  mag! 

SBenn  Summer  je  ben  grieben  bricbt, 
(Sntfd&roebe  flucbtig  felbfl  bein  SBeinen, 
griiblinggftbauern  gleid)  — bag  8id)t, 

25ag  folgt,  mirb  Blarer  nur  etfcbeinen. 

SJlag  — bie  jebeS  Suften  raubt, 

Unb  taglid)  eine  8ufl  erflicBt,  — 

@o  frieblid)  roU'n  ob  beinem  Jjpaupt, 

Safi  fie  ber  SJliit&en  Beine  BnicBt. 

Db  balb  erbeUt  unb  balb  in  9tad)t 
Sec  (Srbball  feine  SBabn  noUenbet, 

<Sei  ber  ©onnenfeite  ^)rad>t 
Mein  bir  ewig  jugewenbet! 
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GO,  THEN  — T IS  VAIN. 

(SICILIAN  AIR.) 

Go,  then  — "t  is  vain  to  hover 
Thus  round  a hope  that 's  dead; 

At  length  my  dream  is  over; 

'T  was  sweet  — "t  was  false  — 't  is  fled! 
Farewell!  since  nought  it  moves  thee, 
Such  truth  as  mine  to  see  — 

Some  one,  who  far  less  loves  thee, 
Perhaps  more  hless’d  will  be. 

Farewell,  sweet  eyes,  whose  brightness 
New  life  around  me  shed; 

Farewell,  false  heart,  whose  lightness 
Now  leaves  me  death  instead. 

Go,  now,  those  charms  surrender 
To  some  new  lover's  sigh  — 

One  who,  though  far  less  tender. 

May  be  more  bless'd  than  I. 
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(jin!  — teas  gift's,  3U  fdumen. 

(©icilifcfye  2Beife.) 

3raf)r  f)in!  — wag  fjitft’g,  ju  faumen 
33ei  tobter  Jpoffnung  ®raug! 

83oriiber  ift  mein  Srdumen, 

’©  war  fug  — mar  falfcfc  — ’g  ifl  augl 
Cebmofyl ! ba  foltbe  Sreu’  bir 
£>ie  ©eele  nicf)t  erroeidjt  — 

(Sin  Jperj,  bag  minber  treu  bir, 

SEBirb  glutflicfjer  bietleicf)t 

8ebtmof)l,  iE)r  fufjen  SBlicfe, 

£>ie  meine  Sieb’  entfadf>t! 

Sebroof)!,  bu  Jperj  boll  Siicfe, 

Sag  mit  ben  Sob  gebradjt! 

Saljr  l)in!  — bein  SReij  auf’g  97eue 
(Sntjunb'  ein  Jperj  fur  biefr, 

Sag,  ob  bon  minbrer  Sreue, 

SBegtuctter  fei  alg  id). 
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OH,  DAYS  OF  YOUTH. 

(FRENCH  AIR.) 

Oh,  days  of  youth  and  joy,  long  clouded, 
Why  thus  for  ever  haunt  my  view'# 

When  in  the  grave  your  light  lay  shrouded, 
Why  did  not  Memory  die  there  too'# 
Vainly  doth  Hope  her  strain  now  sing  me, 
Telling  of  joys  that  yet  remain  — 

IVo,  never  more  can  this  life  bring  me 
One  joy  that  equals  youth 's  Bweet  pain. 

Dim  lies  the  way  to  death  before  me, 

Cold  winds  of  Time  blow  round  my  brow; 
Sunshine  of  youth!  that  once  fell  o’er  me, 
Where  is  your  warmth,  your  glory  now? 
‘T  is  not  that  then  no  pain  could  sting  me; 

'T  is  not  that  now  no  joys  remain; 

Oh,  't  is  that  life  no  more  can  bring  me 
One  joy  so  sweet  as  that  worst  pain. 
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© Jugeitfogludv. 

(®ranjbftf*e  SSHeife.) 

D 3>ugenbglutf,  langfl  na*tumf*attet, 

SOBaS  f*webfl  bu  fietg  nor  meinem  TCug’? 
2CIS  blei*  bein  8eu*ten  lag  beftattet, 
SBarum  ntd>t  ftarb  (Srtnn’rung  au*? 
Umfonfl,  bag  Jg>offnung  in  bet  93ruft  mir 
83on  greuben  finget,  bie  nod)  mein  — 

©aS  8eben  ad)!  bringt  feine  8uft  mir, 

@lei*  raeiner  Sugenb  fufer  $)ein. 

SDer  $>fab  b«8  SEobeS  t>or  mir  bunfelt, 

£>er  ©turn  ber  £eit  umbraur*  mi*  Balt; 
£)  ®tanj,  ber  meinen  fienj  bur*funfelt, 

9Bie  flol)  bein  buft’ger  Jjoau*  fo  balb! 
9M*t,  bag  mi*  ba  fein  ©*mers  getroffen, 
9li*t,  bag  je§t  feine  greuben  mein  — 

’©  ifi  a*!  bag  i*  fein  ©lucf  barf  fjoffen, 
©o  fag  alg  jene  tieffte  $)ein. 


Digitized  by  Google 


174 


WHEN  FIRST  THAT  SMILE. 

(VENETIAN  AIR.) 

When  first  that  smile,  like  sunshine,  Mess'd  my  sight, 
Oh  what  a vision  then  eaine  o'er  me! 

Long  years  of  love,  of  calm  and  pure  delight, 

Seem'd  in  that  smile  to  pass  before  me. 

Pie'er  did  the  peasant  dream  of  summer  skies, 

Of  golden  fruit,  and  harvests  springing, 

With  fonder  hope  than  1 of  those  sweet  eyes, 

And  of  the  joy  their  light  was  bringing. 

Where  now  are  all  those  fondly-promised  hours? 

Ah!  woman's  faith  is  like  her  brightness  — 

Fading  as  fast  as  rainbows,  or  day-flowers, 

Or  aught  that 's  known  for  grace  and  lightness. 

Short  as  the  Persian’s  prayer,  at  close  of  day, 

Should  be  each  vow  of  Love's  repeating; 

Quick  let  him  worship  Beauty's  precious  ray  — 

Even  while  he  kneels,  that  ray  is  fleeting! 
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Bet  fretnem  erjleit  foitn'geit  £'ad)cln,  jfttaib. 

(Seuctianifc^c  2Bctfe.) 

Sei  beinem  erften  fonn’gen  Sadjeln,  SJlaib, 

D tt>eld>  ein  Sraum  fjielt  mi#  umfponnen ! 
Stir  jog  noriiber  eine  (SwigBeit 
Son  grieben,  Sieb’  unb  Ijcit'gen  2Bonnen. 

®er  Canbmann  traumte  nie  uom  GsrnteEranj 
(So  frob,  non  fommergrunen  ©riinben, 

7£ld  id)  non  betner  fujjen  TCugen  ®lanj 
Unb  tbrcm  fel’gen  JpulbnerEunben. 

SKo  nun  bad  ®ludf,  bad  fjolb  bein  Slid  nerfprad)? 

TCd)!  SBeibedtreu’  ifi  unbeflanbig, 

2Bie  SRegenbogen,  blauer  Staientag, 

Unb  wad  ba  reijnoU,  wetterwenbig. 

•Rurj,  wie  bed  $>erferd  Seten  nor  ber  9tad)t, 

<Sei  jeber  8iebe  <Sd)inurnerbinben; 

©dwell  betet  an  ber  @cbonl)eit  <Strablenprad)t  — 
3>nbem  ibr  Eniet,  febt  ib*  fie  fdjwinben! 
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TAKE  HENCE  THE  BOWL. 

(NEAPOLITAN  AIR.) 

Take  hence  the  bowl;  — though  beaming 
Brightly  as  bowl  e'er  shone, 

Oh,  it  but  sets  me  dreaming 
Of  happy  days  now  gone. 

There,  in  its  clear  reflection, 

As  in  a wizard's  glass, 

Lost  hopes  and  dead  affection, 

Like  shades,  before  me  pass. 

Each  cup  1 drain  brings  hither 
Some  scene  of  bliss  gone  by;  — 

Bright  lips,  too  bright  to  wither. 

Warm  hearts,  too  warm  to  die. 

Till,  as  the  dream  comes  o'er  me 
Of  those  long  vanish'd  years, 

Alas,  the  wine  before  me 
Seems  turning  all  to  tears! 
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Pen  Ufdjer  fart! 

(9tea)?ontamfdje  SBcifc.) 

35en  SBedfrer  fort!  — unt>  fcfmume 
2Bte  9tectar  aucf)  ber  SGSetn, 

@r  roecEt  nur  alte  Sraurne, 
23erfunEnen  ©ludfeg  (Scfoein. 
SerpfliicEter  £offnung  ifranje 
S3luf)n  auf  im  Elaren 
Unb  tobtc  Siebeglenje, 

2Bie  in  beg  £aubrerg  ©lag. 

3n  iebern  Sropfen  Eufit  mid) 

©in  Sippenpaar,  ju  rotf), 

3u  bleidben,  a<$!  unb  grufjt  midj 
®in  J^erj,  ju  warm,  jum  Sob; 
33ig  mit,  tief  traumoerfunEen 
Sn  frtiJ)rcr  Sabre  SBlitbn, 

£>eg  SOBeineg  bunEle  gunEen 
SCBie  blut’ge  Sbranen  glufjn! 
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WHERE  SHALL  WE  BURY  OUR  SHAME? 

{NEAPOLITAN  AIR.) 

Where  shall  we  bury  our  shame  ? 

Where,  in  what  desolate  place, 

Hide  the  last  wreck  of  a name 
Broken  and  stain'd  by  disgrace? 

Death  may  dissever  the  chain. 

Oppression  will  cease  when  we  ’re  gone; 

Bnt  the  dishonour,  the  stain, 

Die  as  we  may,  will  live  on. 

Was  it  for  this  we  sent  out 
Liberty's  cry  from  our  shore? 

Was  it  for  this  that  her  shout 
Thrill'd  to  the  world's  very  core? 

Thus  to  live  cowards  and  slaves!  — 

Oh,  ye  free  hearts  that  lie  dead, 

Do  you  not,  ev'n  in  your  graves. 

Shudder,  as  o’er  you  we  tread? 
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tUo  nun  uerfdjarren  ton  /ledwn? 

(9ka$>t>Iitanifcf)e  SBetfe.) 

2Bo  nun  berfdjarren  ben  ^(ecfen, 

Sfn  welder  £>ebe  bic  ©djmad>? 

9Bo  nun  bic  drummer  nerftetfen 
25e§  StutjmeS,  ben  geigbeit  jerbradj? 
Sob  mag  jerreifjen  bie  ©anbe, 

SSefreien  nom  fcf)maf)licben  Sfodt), 

2fber  ben  gflecBen,  bie  ©dbanbe 
9lennen  Satyrtaufenbe  nocf). 

Siefen  mir  barum  ertonen 
<3d)Iad)truf  ber  greif)eit  fo  fiarB? 
jUladbten  wit  barum  erbrobnen 
2)ie  SEBelt  bi§  in’S  innerfle  SERarB? 
3?eige  mie  ©Blaoen  ju  leben!  — 

S3!  bie  3?bf  tobt,  aber  ftei, 

SOtufit  3b*  nidfjt  fd&aubernb  erbeben, 
©ebn  «>ir  am  ®rabe  oorbei? 


12* 


Digitized  by  Google 


180 


OH  SAY,  THOU  BEST  AND  BRIGHTEST. 

Oh  say,  thou  best  and  brightest, 

My  first  love  and  my  last, 

When  he,  whom  now  thou  slightest, 

From  life's  dark  scene  hath  past, 

Will  kinder  thoughts  then  move  thee? 

Will  pity  wake  one  thrill 
For  him  who  lived  to  love  thee. 

And  dying  loved  thee  still? 

If  when,  that  hour  recalling 
From  which  he  dates  his  woes, 

Thou  feel’st  a tear-drop  falling, 

Ah,  blush  not  while  it  flows ; 

But,  all  the  past  forgiving. 

Bend  gently  o'er  his  shrine, 

And  say,  ,,This  heart,  when  living, 

„With  all  its  faults,  was  mine.“ 
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$ f prid),  &u  tteinfie,  &ugfle. 

D fpridb,  bu  Sfteinfte,  ©iigfte, 

SJlein  erfteg,  le§te$  8ieb, 

SBSenn  ibm,  bet  mel  oerbugte, 
SftidbtS  al$  bie  ©tuft  toerblieb, 
2Birb  SUlitleib  bann  burcfybeben 
$tir  if)n  bein  fanfteS  £etj, 

2)er  bi$  gelicbt  im  2eben 
Unb  nod)  im  SobeSfdbmerj? 

©eben?eft  bu  bet  3eiten, 

2)a  all  fein,2Bel)  begann, 

Unb  fuljlft  bie  ST^rdnc  gleiten, 

£>/  nic^jt  errotbe  bran ! 

S'lein,  alle  @d>ulb  oergebenb, 

©id)  neige  feinem  ©dfrrein, 

Unb  fpricf) : „&ieS  Jperj  war  lebenb, 
9Jlit  alien  geftlern,  mein." 
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FEAR  NOT  THAT,  WHILE  ARODND  THEE. 

Fear  not  that,  while  around  thee 
Life's  varied  blessings  pour, 

One  sigh  of  hers  shall  wound  thee, 

Whose  smile  thou  seek'st  no  more. 

No,  dead  and  cold  for  ever 
Let  our  past  love  remain; 

Once  gone,  its  spirit  never 
Shall  haunt  thy  rest  again. 

May  the  new  ties  that  bind  thee 
Far  sweeter,  happier  prove, 

Nor  e'er  of  me  remind  thee, 

But  by  their  truth  and  love,  « 

Think  how,  asleep  or  waking, 

Thy  image  haunts  me  yet; 

But,  how  this  heart  is  breaking 
For  thy  own  peace  forget. 
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Mtd)U  md)tj  umjjulfctgt. 

gurdjte  nid)t,  bag,  umfculbigt 
S3om  SebenSbliitbenflor, 

Sin  ©eufjer  bid)  befdjulbigt 
SSon  i^r,  bie  bid)  nerlot. 

SRein,  tobt  unb  fait  fur  imrnec 
@ci  friibter  Siebe  Sufi j 
Sbr  ®eijt  foil  ftbren  nimmer 
2)en  grieben  beinet  S3ruft. 

(Siigcceg  ©liicf  im  Snnern 
®it  mog’  crblubn  aufe>  jfteu’, 
Unb  nut  an  mid)  erinnern 
25urd)  feine  Sieb'  unb  Sreu\ 
25enf,  Sag  unb  9tad)t  im  ©tillen 
SJtein  #erj  mit  bir  becfebrt; 
2)od>  — beiner  Stulje  miUen  — 
23ergifj,  mie  fid) ’6  nerjebrt! 
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GAILY  SOUNDS  THE  CASTANET. 

(MALTESE  AIR.) 

Gaily  sounds  the  castanet, 

Beating  time  to  bounding  feet. 

When,  after  daylight’s  golden  set, 

Maids  and  youths  by  moonlight  meet. 
Oh,  then,  how  sweet  to  move 
Through  all  that  maze  of  mirth, 

Led  by  light  from  eyes  we  love 
Beyond  all  eyes  on  earth. 

Then,  the  joyous  banqnet  spread 
On  the  cool  and  fragrant  ground, 

With  heav'n's  bright  sparklers  overhead, 
And  still  brighter  sparkling  round. 

Oh,  then,  how  sweet  to  say 
Into  some  loved  one's  ear, 

Thoughts  reserved  through  many  a day 
To  be  thus  whisper’d  here. 

When  the  dance  and  feast  are  done, 

Arm  in  arm  as  home  we  stray, 

How  sweet  to  see  the  dawning  sun 
O’er  her  cheek’s  warm  blushes  play! 
Then,  too,  the  farewell  kiss  — 

The  words,  whose  parting  tone 
Lingers  still  in  dreams  of  bliss, 

That  haunt  young  hearts  alone. 
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£vo\)et  Cafk0iidt?n-JUan0. 

(fWalteflfdje  2Beifc.) 

grower  (Saflagnettemj?Iang 
Sont  im  SaBte,  menn  ber  San& 
ffiereint  nad)  ©onnenuntergang 
.ftnab’  unb  SJtaib  im  SDlonbenglanj. 
SGBie  fitf},  im  frozen  3teib’n 
3Durcf>  att  bic  Sufi  ju  roalt’n, 

^olgenb  bolber  tfugen  ©d)ein, 

®cm  Jfoerjen  lieb  bor  att’n. 

25ann  bag  9)laf)t  mit  ©dferj  unb  ©piel 
2fuf  bem  Btiblen,  buft’gen  ®runb, 

3u  Jjoaupten  better  ©terne  biel, 

Sidjtre  ©tern’  im  fdjonen  ERunb. 

£),  traulid)  gluftmt  leig 
3n  ber  ©eliebten  Dbt! 

CangtierftebUeg  Sieben  t)ei$ 

3m  ©eufjer  fieigt  empor. 

SOBenn  geenbet  3anj  unb  9Jlaf)l, 
#eimtbartg  gebenb,  2(rm  in  2trm, 

2Bie  Bof’t  ber  ©onne  *DammerjiraI)l 
Jpolb  bie  SBang’  it)r,  rofig  marm! 

Unb  acb!  ber  le§te  ^u§  — 

25ag  2Bort,  bag  nod)  boU  Sufi 
Sonet  fort  alg  ©djeibegrufj 
3m  Sraum  ber  jungen  SSrufi  1 
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THOU  LOV’ST  NO  MORE. 

Too  plain,  alas,  my  doom  is  spoken, 

IVor  canst  thou  veil  the  sad  truth  o'er: 

Thy  heart  is  changed,  thy  vow  is  broken, 
Thou  lov'st  no  more  — thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Tho’  kindly  still  those  eyes  behold  me, 

The  smile  is  gone,  which  once  they  wore; 

Tho'  fondly  still  those  arms  enfold  me, 

'T  is  not  the  same  — thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Too  long  my  dream  of  bliss  believing, 

I 've  thought  thee  all  thou  wert  before; 

But  now  — alas!  there 's  no  deceiving, 

T is  all  too  plain,  thou  lov’st  no  more. 

Oh,  thou  as  soon  the  dead  couldst  waken, 

As  lost  affection’s  life  restore, 

Give  peace  to  her  that  is  forsaken, 

Or  bring  back  him  who  loves  no  more. 
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jPu  Itcbfi  nid)t  titeljr. 

3u  Plat  ijl  adfj!  mein  8ooS  gefprod&en, 

©u  fannfl  eS  ni <bt  »ert)uUen  mebr; 

©ein  Jj?erj  if!  Bait,  bein  ©djmur  gebrodben, 

©u  liebfl  nidbt  mebr  — bu  liebfl  nidbt  mebr. 

©o  freunblidb  audb  bein  2luge  blidft  nocb, 

©ein  innig  ®ltibn  entbebr’  icb  fdbmer; 

©o  jartlidb  audb  betn  tfrrn  umftricft  nodb, 

’©  if!  nidbt  mie  fonfl  — bu  liebfl  nidbt  mebr. 

3u  lang  im  fel’gen  2Babne  mat  idj, 

©ajj  ganj  bein  ^erj  ba$  alte  mar’; 

©odb  iefct  — o ®ott!  feb  nut  ju  Blar  id), 

£ein  SEdufdben  bilft  — bu  liebfl  nicbt  mebr. 

9tidbt  Pannfl  bu  Sicbe  neu  befdbmingen, 

— ©u  mecftefl  auf  bie  SEobten  eb’r  — 

9lodb  Srieben  ber  S3ertaffnen  bringen, 

9lodb  ®en  jurticB^  ber  liebt  nidbt  mebr. 
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LIKE  ONE  WHO,  DOOM’D. 

Like  one  who,  doom'd  o'er  distant  seas 
His  weary  path  to  measure, 

When  home  at  length,  with  fav'ring  breeze. 
He  brings  the  far-sought  treasure; 

His  ship,  in  sight  of  shore,  goes  down, 

That  shore  to  which  he  hasted ; 

And  all  the  wealth  he  thought  his  own 
Is  o'er  the  waters  wasted! 

Like  him,  this  heart,  thro'  many  a track 
Of  toil  and  sorrow  straying, 

One  hope  alone  brought  fondly  back, 

Its  toil  and  grief  repaying. 

Like  him,  alas,  I see  that  ray 
Of  hope  before  me  perish, 

And  one  dark  minute  sweep  away 
What  years  were  given  to  cherish. 
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iljm,  ter  mrit  3ur  Jetne  tirtngt. 

©leidb  i§m,  bet  roeit  jur  3ferne  bringt 
2luf  oben  2D2eere6fIucf)ten, 

Unb  glucBlidb  enbltdf)  Ijeimrodttg  bringt 
2)en  ©d&afc,  ben  fern  gefudf)ten; 

Unb,  fdfcon  im  Jpafen,  l)eifierfef)nt, 

©ein  gafyrjeug  ftel)t  jerfdbeUen, 

Unb  all  ben  Steicbtbum,  fein  geroa&nt, 
23erfdf)tungen  non  ben  SBeUen: 

®leid(>  i&m  batt’  id&,  nad&  galjrten  n>eit 
2)urdf)  gjtu&fal,  .Kampf  unb  ©orgen, 

92ur  einer  Jpoffnung  ©eligBeft 
2118  fuf en  8ot)n  geborgen; 

©leidf>  ifjm  ad^ ! fd)’  id&  tobeSbang 
®en  «£>offnungftral)l  erjtorben; 

Sin  bunBler  2£ugenblicB  oerfdblang 
>Den  ©dfjafc,  fo  fdjroer  emorben. 
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KEEP  THOSE  EYES  STILL  PURELY  MINE. 

Keep  thoBe  eyes  still  purely  mine 
Tho'  far  off  I be: 

When  on  others  most  they  shine, 

Then  think  they  're  turn'd  on  me. 

Should  those  lips  as  now  respond 
To  sweet  minstrelsy. 

When  their  accents  seem  most  fond, 

Then  think  they  're  breathed  for  me. 

Make  what  hearts  thou  wilt  thy  own, 

If  when  all  on  thee 

Fix  their  charmed  thougths  alone, 

Thou  think'st  the  while  on  me. 
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Wa\)tt  tntr  tom  4&U0*  win. 

SBaftre  mir  bein  Tfuge  rein/ 

£56  and)  fern  son  bit} 

(Srtifjt  e§  tfnbre,  milb  son  ©ctyein, 
2)ann  ben!,  e§  gldnjte  mir. 

Sonet  fufer  SDtinne  (Sang 
23on  ben  Sippen  bir, 

Stuart  am  innigjten  fein  jUang, 
©ann  ben!,  bu  Ijauc&fi  i&n  mir. 

3ebe3  #erj  fei  tiebenb  bein, 

SDBenn  nur  — maljrenb  bir 
2CUe  tieffteS  ©et) nen  weifjn  — 

®u  ftiU  bidf)  fe&nft  nadj  mir. 
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HOPE  COMES  AGAIN. 

Hope  comes  again,  to  this  heart  long  a stranger, 

Once  more  she  shings  me  her  flattering  strain; 

But  hush,  gentle  syren  — for,  ah,  there ’s  less  clanger 
In  still  sufTring  on,  than  in  hoping  again. 

Long,  long,  in  sorrow,  too  deep  for  repining, 

Gloomy,  but  tranquil,  this  bosom  hath  lain; 

And  joy  coming  now,  like  a sudden  light  shining 
O'er  eyelids  long  darken'd  would  bring  me  but  pain. 

Fly  then,  ye  visions,  that  Hope  would  shed  o'er  ine; 

Lost  to  the  future,  my  sole  chance  of  rest 
Now  lies  not  in  dreaming  of  bliss  that 's  before  me. 
But,  ah  — in  forgetting  how  once  I was  blest. 
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Wftor  rnnkaf't. 

SBteber  umfoft,  lange  fremb  metnem  #er$en, 

£offnung  ntidfj,  ftngenb  son  Siebc  unb  3reu’; 

D fd&ibeige,  ©ijrene!  — roeit  roeniger  ©cbmerjen 
S3ringt  ffummeS  (Srbulben,  at$  Jjboffen  auf’S  9?eu\ 

Sang,  lang  in  Qualen,  ju  tief  fur  bic  Sraucr, 

©tiU  lag  bte$  J^erj,  ob  aud)  buffer  unb  bang; 

Unb  Sreub’,  iiberffromenb  tbie  jaber  fiitbtfdjauer, 

Sljat’  roeb  nur  ben  2fugen,  umnacbtet  ju  lang. 

Sort  benn,  ibr  SSilber  ber  #offnung,  untrofflidb; 

Srieben  erboff  id),  nact)  f o langent  8eib, 

S3on  Srdumen  nid)t  fommenben  (SlucfS,  nod?  fo  fofflidj, 
Sfain  nur  — bom  SSergeflen  einff  feliger  skit. 
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LOVE  ALONE. 

If  thou  would'st  have  thy  charms  enchant  our  eyes. 
First  win  our  hearts,  for  there  thy  empire  lies: 

Beauty  in  vain  would  mount  a heartless  throne, 

Her  Right  Divine  is  given  by  Love  alone. 

What  would  the  rose  with  all  her  pride  be  worth. 

Were  there  no  sun  to  call  her  brightness  forth? 
Maidens,  unloved,  like  flowers  in  darkness  thrown, 
Wait  but  that  light,  which  comes  from  Love  alone. 

Fair  as  thy  charms  in  yonder  glass  appear. 

Trust  not  their  bloom,  they  'll  fade  from  year  to  year: 
Would'st  thou  they  still  should  shine  as  first  they  shone. 
Go,  fix  thy  mirror  in  Love's  eyes  alone. 
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W\t  £iebr  alletn* 

©oU  unS  bein  SReij  entjudfen,  fo  geminn’ 

(Srjl  unfer  Jjperj,  boct  bift  bu  .Ronigin: 

©cfeonfeeit,  roenn  #erj  ifer  fefelt,  roirft  !alten  ©cfeein, 
Sfer  gottlicfe  SRcc^t  giebt  ifet  bie  Sieb’  aUein. 

2Ba6  mar’  bie  SRof  in  tferer  floljen  ^racfct, 

J£>atte  bie  ©onn"  ifer  ©uften  nicfet  entfacfet? 

7fef)ntic3E)  wie  ©lumen  nur  im  8i<fet  gebeifen, 

(Srblufet  bie  SSJtaib  im  ©trafel  bet  fiieb’  aUein. 

©cfeon  mie  bein  Steij  aucfe  lad^t  im  ©piegel  !lar, 
SErau  nicfet  bem  ©lanj,  er  fcfenunbet  Safer  urn  Safer; 
©oil  er  bir  bleiben  ewig  fcfeon  unb  rein, 

3um  ©piegel  madfe’  ein  liebenb  tfug’  aUein. 
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PEACE  TO  THE  SLCMBERERS! 

(CATALONIAN  AIR.) 

Peace  to  the  slnmbercrs! 

They  lie  on  the  battle-plain, 

With  no  shroud  to  cover  them; 

The  dew  and  the  summer  rain 
Are  all  that  weep  over  them. 

Peace  to  the  slumberers ! 

Vain  was  their  bravery!  — 

The  fallen  oak  lies  where  it  lay, 
Across  the  wintry  river; 

But  brave  hearts,  once  swept  away, 
Are  gone,  alas!  for  ever. 

Vain  was  their  bravery ! 

Woe  to  the  conqueror! 

Our  limbs  shall  lie  as  cold  as  theirs 
Of  whom  his  sword  bereft  us, 

Ere  we  forget  the  deep  arrears 
Of  vengeance  they  have  left  us! 

Woe  to  the  conqueror! 
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Jmte  ten  $d}lutnmmrn! 

(Satalonifdjc  SBetfc.) 

i < 

^riebe  ben  ©djhtmmerern! 

3tuf  blutigem  gelb  ber  ©d;lad&t 
£ein  ©arg  ad;!  umfdjretnet  fie; 

£>er  Stegen,  ber  Si)au  ber  97ad;t 
tfUein  nur  btweinet  fte. 

-griebe  ben  ©d&lummerern! 

Sfrud&tloS  if)t  #etbenmutb ! 

®er  flurmgefatften  (gid&e  ©d;aft 
Ciegt  nod;  am  ©tromeSufer; 

£)od)  Jpclbenberjen,  bingerafft, 
33efd)n>6rt  jutuc?  Eein  SRufer ! 

$?tud;tlog  i£)r  £elbenmuf&! 

Stud)  bem  (Sroberer! 

®teid)  Senen,  bie  gefdltt  fein  ©cfimert, 
SDtog’  unfer  8eib  oermobern, 

(St)’  S3ermad)tni|}  wir  enteljrt: 

©er  glub’nben  9tad)e  8obern! 

Stud;  bem  (Sroberer! 
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BRIGHT  BE  THY  DREAMS. 

(WEL8H  AIR.) 

Bright  be  thy  dreams  — may  all  thy  weeping 
Turn  into  smiles  while  thon  art  sleeping. 

May  those  by  death  or  seas  removed, 

The  frieuds,  who  in  thy  spring-time  knew  thee, 
All,  thou  hast  ever  prized  or  loved, 

In  dreams  come  smiling  to  thee. 

There  may  the  child,  whose  love  lay  deepest. 
Dearest  of  all,  come  while  thon  sleepest; 

Still  as  she  was  — no  charm  forgot  — 

No  lustre  lost  that  life  had  given; 

Or,  if  changed,  but  changed  to  what 
Thou  'It  find  her  yet  in  Heaven ! 
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£\d)t  frf  torn  ®ruunn 

(SBfllliftf^e  2Betfe.) 

Sidjt  fei  betn  SEraum!  — unb  aU  bein  Summer 
SGBerbe  ju  greub'  in  beinem  ©glummer; 

2)ie  bu  alg  fern  unb  fobt  beweinft, 

■Die  bir  irn  Sugenblenj  ergeben, 

Unb  2CUe,  bie  bu  liebteft  einfi, 

©olln  lacfcelnb  bitfc  umfd&meben! 

SDloge  ba§  JUnb,  befj’  8ieb’  am  groften, 

Snnig  toot  aU’n,  im  ©cblaf  bid)  trojlen; 

©anj  roie  eg  mat  — Sein  Sfteij  toerfef)tt, 
.Rein  @tanj,  bet  eS  gefdbmudEt  {>teniet>en; 

Unb,  roenn  anberg,  — bolb  uerblart 
3m  em’gen  Jpimmelgfrieben! 
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GO,  NOW,  AND  DREAM, 

(SICILIAN  AIR.) 

Go,  now,  and  dream  o'er  that  joy  in  thy  slumber  — 
Moments  so  sweet  again  ne'er  shalt  thou  number. 
Of  Pain's  bitter  draught  the  flavour  ne’er  flies, 
While  Pleasure's  scarce  touches  the  lip  ere  it  dies. 
Go,  then,  and  dream,  etc. 


That  moon,  which  hung  o'er  your  parting,  so  splendid. 
Often  will  shine  again,  bright  as  she  then  did  — 

But,  never  more  will  the  beam  she  saw  burn 
In  those  happy  eyes,  at  your  meeting,  return. 

Go,  then,  and  dream,  etc. 
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jf$t,  «nl>  fd)lunttnmrt»  fcurdjtrflume 

(!Mudi  fcir. 

(@tcirifd)c  SBcijc.) 

©ef)  je$t,unb  fd)tummernb  burdjtraume  bein  ©lucE  bit— 
SBonne,  fo  fufje,  Eejrt  ttimmct  jurudf  bit. 

2>t  SEBermutf)  irn  j?etd)  beS  CeibenS  beftebt, 

Set  23uft  nut  bet  Cuft,  taunt  genippt,  fcbon  oerwebt. 
©et)  je|t,  unb  fdjtummernb  burd)traume  bein  ©liict  bit— 
2Bonne,  fo  fufje,  Jcfjrt  nimmer  juruct  bit. 

SDer  SDtonb,  befj’  (Straf)Ien  beirn  2Cbfd)ieb  geEitfit  bidO, 
5>rangenb  n>ie  bajumal  oft  no<b  begriifjt  bid)  — 

£>od)  nie  wieber  t)eifjt  bet  ©tanj  if)n  toiUBomtnen, 

25et  bantalS  bein  feligeS  2tuge  buttfiglommen. 

©eb  je$t,  unb  fcjlummernb  burdjttaume  bein  ©lucE  bit  — 
SBonne,  fo  fiifie,  febrt  nimmer  juriicE  bit. 
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WHEN  THOU  SHALT  WANDER. 

(SICILIAN  AIR.) 

When  thou  shalt  wander  by  that  sweet  light 
We  used  to  gaze  on  so  many  an  eve, 

When  love  was  new  and  hope  was  bright, 

Ere  I could  doubt  or  thou  deceive  — 

Oh,  then,  rememb'ring  how  swift  went  by 
Those  hours  of  transport,  even  thou  may'st  sigh. 

Yes,  proud  one!  even  thy  heart  may  own 
That  love  like  ours  was  far  too  sweet 
To  be,  like  summer  garments,  thrown 
Aside,  when  pass'd  the  summer's  heat; 

And  wish  in  vain  to  know  again 

Such  days,  such  nights,  as  bless'd  thee  then. 
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Wenn  fitU  fcu  njan&*r|f. 

(@ui(ifrf)e  SScife.) 

SBenn  ftitt  bu  loanberfi  irn  fiifien  Sid&t, 

3n  ba§  wir  2tbenbg  fo  oft  gefcfcaut, 

2llg  8ieb’  unb  J^offen  fo  neu,  fo  lidbt, 

Gsf)  bu  getrogen,  unb  id)  mifjtraut  — 

£>!  bann,  gebenEenb,  tote  fdmeU  entfdjroeben 
>Die  ©eligEeit  mufite,  toirfi  b u felbft  beben. 

3a,  ©tolje ! bu  felbft  fublfl  bann  tuelleid)t, 
2)af?  fitebe,  tote  unfre,  ju  f)eilig  roeit, 

Um  fie,  gleidj  ©ommerEletbern,  leicfct, 

SBenn  Jpetbjtrotnb  toebt,  ju  werfen  betfeit; 
Unb  ringfl  umfonft,  ju  befebrooren  jemalg 
25ie  Sage,  bie  STCadbte,  bein  ®lucE  non  ebmalg! 
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NO  — LEAVE  MY  HEART  TO  REST. 

No  — leave  my  heart  to  regt,  if  rest  it  may, 

When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away. 
Could'st  thou,  when  summer  hours  are  fled, 

To  some  poor  leaf  that  'a  fall'n  and  dead, 

Bring  hack  the  hue  it  wore,  the  scent  it  shed? 

No  — leave  this  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may, 

When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away. 

Oh,  had  I met  thee  then,  when  life  was  bright, 

Thy  smile  might  still  have  fed  its  tranquil  light; 

But  now  thou  com'st  like  sunny  skies, 

Too  late  to  cheer  the  seaman's  eyes, 

When  wreck'd  and  lost  his  bark  hefore  him  lies! 

No  — leave  this  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may, 

Since  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass’d  away. 
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£a$  ruljn  mein  $et$l 

8a|j  tubn  mein  #erj!  — menn  Stube  jemalS  fanb, 
SBem  Sugenb,  fiieb’  unb  Jpoffnung  aU  entfd&wanb. 
.ftannft  bu  bet  trubet  J&erbjteStuft 
25em  S3tatt  etneuen  ®lanj  unb  £>uft, 

2)a$  melfenb  ftnft  jut  fallen  2Balbeggruft? 

Sag  rubn  mein  £erj!  — menn  Slube  jemalS  fanb, 
3Bem  Sugenb,  8ieb’  unb  Jjboffnung  aU  entfdjmanb. 

2Barft  bu  erfcbienen  meinem  Sugenbgltibn! 

JDein  fiatbeln  bait’  erquicft  mein  fiiUeS  S3ltibn; 
©orf)  flrablfl  bu  jefct  roie  lidbtec  £)fl, 

SDern  ©eemann  adb!  ju  fpater  SSrofl, 

2Benn  milb  bie  2Boge  nur  fein  2Bracf  umtoft! 

2af?  cubn  mein  Jjberj!  — roenn  SRube  jemalS  fanb, 
2Bem  Sugenb,  8ieb’  unb  Jjboffnung  aU  entfcb^anb. 
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SLUMBER,  OH  SLUMBER. 

„Slnmber,  oh  slumber;  If  sleeping  thou  mak'st 
„My  heartbeat  so  wildly,  I 'm  lost  if  thou  wak’st.44 
Thus  sung  I to  a maiden, 

Who  slept  one  summer's  day, 

And,  like  a flower  o'erladen 
With  too  much  sunshine,  lay. 

Slnmber,  oh  slumber,  etc. 

„Breathe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  ye  winds,  o'er  her  cheeks; 
„If  mute  thus  she  charm  me,  I 'm  lost  when  she  speaks.44 
Thus  sing  I,  while,  awaking. 

She  murmurs  words  that  seem 
As  if  her  lips  were  taking 
Farewell  of  some  sweet  dream. 

Breathe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  etc. 
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„©d£)Iummre,  o fdjlummre!  — wemt  fc&tafenb  bumad&ft 
SDlein  #erj  fo  wilb  f&lagen,  n>ie  bann,  toenn  bu  road&ftl" 
3d)  fang’S  }ut  SOlatb,  gefunfen 
Sn  ©cfclaf  am  grunen  Slain, 

®teid)  einer  SBlume,  trunCen 
SBon  ju  Diet  ©onnenfd&etn. 

©d&lummre,  o fc&lummre!  :c. 

„$ad&Ie  nid&t,  fdd&te  nf<f)t,  SBinb,  ©eftt&t! 

©ntjucft  fie  mi<$  flumrn  fc&on,  tnic  bann,  menn  fie  fpric&t!" 
©o  ftng’  id&,  mafjrenb  Saute 
©ie  murmelt,  f)orbar  Jaum, 

SOBie  ©djeibegrtifie,  traute, 

2Cn  einen  fiifen  &raum. 
ga^te  nic&t,  fatale  ni<H  :c. 
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ROW  GENTLY  HERE. 

(VENETIAN  AIR.) 

Row  gently  here, 

My  gondolier, 

So  softly  wake  the  tide, 

That  not  an  ear, 

On  earth,  may  hear, 

But  hers  to  whom  we  glide. 

Had  heaven  but  tongues  to  speak,  as  well 
As  starry  eyes  to  see, 

Oh,  think  what  tales  "t  would  have  to  tell 
Of  wand'ring  youths  like  me! 

Now  rest  thee  here, 

My  gondolier ; 

Hush,  hush,  for  up  I go, 

To  climb  yon  light 
Balcony's  height, 

While  thou  keep'st  watch  below. 
Ah!  did  we  take  for  Heaven  above 
But  half  such  pains  as  we 
Take,  day  and  night,  for  woman's  love, 
What  Angels  we  should  be! 
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$anft  tutor*  i}i*r* 

(93cnctianifd)c  SBcifc.) 

©anft  rubre  Ijier, 

SJlcin  ©onbolier, 

£>afj  lei£  bie  SBoge  raufd&t, 

Unb,  fc&lafgeflort, 

Jfetn  D!)t  unS  bort, 

2C18  ibr’S,  ba*>  nad)  mir  laufdbt. 
S3erfunbete  beS  J£>immet$  SDtunb, 

2BaS  ©ternenaugen  fef)n, 

£),  lute  triel  ©iifieg  wurbe  Bunb, 

®al  Ijeimtid)  SfacbtS  gefd&ebn! 

SKun  ^attc  fjter, 

SEJiein  ©onbolier, 

©till,  fliU,  idE>  fteige  fad)t 
3u  luft’gem  Sfjron, 
tfuf  ben  SBalBon, 

2)u  t)att  bier  unten  SBadfct. 

2Cd) ! toaren  balb  — luie  Sag  unb  9lad»t 
tfuf  Siebe  fufier  graun  — 

SEBir  auf  ben  Jj>immet  bort  bebad)t, 

SEBir  toaren  (Engel,  traun! 
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BRING  THE  BRIGHT  GARLANDS  HITHER. 

Bring  the  bright  garlands  hither. 

Ere  yet  a leaf  is  dying; 

If  so  soon  they  must  wither, 

Ours  be  their  last  sweet  sighing. 

Hark,  that  low  dismal  chime! 

’T  is  the  dreary  voice  of  Time. 

Oh,  bring  beauty,  bring  roses, 

Bring  all  that  yet  is  ours; 

Let  life's  day,  as  it  closes, 

Shine  to  the  last  thro'  flowers. 

Haste,  ere  the  bowl 's  declining, 

Drink  of  it  now  or  never; 

Now,  while  Beauty  is  shining, 

Love,  or  she 's  lost  for  ever. 

Hark!  again  that  dull  chime, 

’T  is  the  dreary  voice  of  Time. 

Oh,  if  life  be  a torrent, 

Down  to  oblivion  going, 

Like  this  cup  be  its  current. 

Bright  to  the  last  drop  flowing! 
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fafjft  uit0  tDiitteit* 

Saffet  unS  j^ranje  luinben, 

no#  ein  SSlatt  jur  ©ruft  ftnEt, 
©o  fo  f#nett  ftc  une>  fd&roinben, 

©efjt,  baf  il)t  aU  ben  2)uft  trinEt 
«&or$,  roie  bumpf  ©rabgefang ! 

’©  iff  &«  3eit  tiefernjter  £lang. 

£)!  bringt  ©c&onbeit,  bringt  Stofen, 
SSringet  un§  alleS  ©ufje, 

©afj  bet  Sob  unter  £ofen 
S3lumengef#mucEt  une>  grufje. 

Silt,  ba  bee  S3ed&er  f#dumet, 

SrinEet  jefct  obet  nimmer; 

3M>t,  ba  ©dfrbnljeit  nodj  faumet, 
8iebt,  el)'  fte  flieijt  fur  immer. 
SOBieber,  ftordb,  ©rabgefang! 

’©  if*  3et t tiefernfter  tflang. 

Sjt  ein  ©trorn  unfer  8eben, 

9}tunbenb  in  8etl)e’g  SDBelle, 

©lei#  ber  glut!)  biefet  Uteben 
8i#t  jeber  Sropfen  f#n>eUe! 
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JOYS  OF  YOUTH,  HOW  FLEETING! 

, (PORTUGUESE  AIR.) 

Whisp'rings,  heard  by  wakeful  maids, 

To  whom  the  night-stars  guide  us; 

Stolen  walks  through  moonlight  shades. 

With  those  we  love  beside  us, 

Hearts  beating, 

At  meeting ; 

Tears  starting; 

At  parting; 

Oh,  sweet  youth,  how  soon  it  fades ! 

Sweet  joys  of  youth,  how  fleeting! 

Wand'rings  far  away  from  home, 

With  life  all  new  before  us; 

Greetings  warm,  when  home  we  come, 

From  hearts  whose  prayers  watch'd  o'er  us. 
Tears  starting, 

At  parting; 

Hearts  beating, 

At  meeting; 

Oh,  sweet  youth,  how  lost  on  some! 

To  some,  how  bright  and  fleeting! 
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tni*  fludjttfll 

($ortugtefifcf|e  SBcife.) 

Sflufiern  auf  jum  .ftammerletn 
3ur  SDlait),  bet  ©tentgefunfel ; 
Steb  im  2Crnt,  bet  SDtonbenfdjein 
83erftof)Ineg  ©ef)n  im  £)unfei, 
J&erjJlopfenb 
Umfafien; 

2Cug’=tropfenb 

©icb=8afTen; 

©ufe  Sugenbttaumerein! 

£>  Sfugenbgliitf,  tbie  flud(jtig! 

SDBanbem  fern  bom  Jj?etmatb=£eerb, 
SBo.nett  bag  Ceben  ladbtej 
SBatnte  Ciebe,  beimgefefjrt, 

®ie  betenb  ob  ung  toaebte. 
tfug’stropfenb 
©id&sCaffen; 
Jjberjflopfenb 
Umfaffen; 

Sugenbgtucf!  tbie  oft  entbebrf! 

Unb  oft,  tbie  li$t  unb  flucS^ttg! 
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THOUGH  ’T  IS  ALL  BUT  A DREAM. 

(FRENCH  AIR.) 

Though ’t  is  all  hut  a dream  at  the  best, 
And  still,  when  happiest,  soonest  o'er, 
Yet,  even  in  a dream,  to  be  bless'd 
Is  so  sweet,  that  I ask  for  no  more. 

The  bosom  that  opes 
With  earliest  hopes, 

The  soonest  finds  those  hopes  untrue; 

As  flowers  that  first 
In  spring-time  burst 
The  earliest  wither  too! 

Ay  — 't  is  all  but  a dream,  etc. 

Though  by  friendship  we  oft  are  deceived. 
And  find  love's  sunshine  soon  o'ercast, 
Yet  friendship  will  still  be  believed, 

And  love  trusted  on  to  the  last. 

The  web  'mong  the  leaves 
The  spider  weaves 

Is  like  the  charm  Hope  hangs  o'er  men; 
Though  often  she  sees 
’T  is  broke  by  the  breeze, 

She  spins  the  bright  tissue  again. 

Ay  — 't  is  all  but  a dream,  etc. 


Digitized  by  Google 


215 


Jtamr  tfi  Allies  nur  $raunt. 

(Sraujuflfdjc  SBeifc.) 

3m  ar  ift  Sflleg  nur  SSraurn,  unb  bag  Eaum, 
Unb  gcl)t  im  fdbonften  Staufd)  ju  ©d&eiter, 
®odj  fclig  fein,  felbft  nur  im  Sraum, 

3ft  fo  fiifj,  id)  begebre  nid>tg  meiter, 

£>ie  Jperjen,  bie  often 
2>em  frubeften  S$  often, 

2fm  f<bneEfien  falfdb  ibr  Soften  feljn; 

2Bie  SBIumen,  erftbloften 
z 2Hg  erfte  Senjfproften, 

2tm  frubften  and)  t>crge^>n! 

3a  — ’g  ifl  tflleg  nur  Sraunt,  ic. 

£)b  bie  ^reunbfcbaft  getrogen  ung  oft, 

25er  8iebe  ©tern  ung  batb  oerfunEen, 

SBirb  ftetg  bodb  auf  greunbfdjaft  gebofft, 
©inb  ftetg  bod)  in  Ciebe  mir  trunEen. 

SBie  ©ptnnen  im  ©djmeben 
23ag  ©ilberne|  roeben, 

S3iet  3auber  Jpoffnung  urn  ung  flidft; 
SOtag  oft  fte  ibn  feben 
S3om  2Binbe  jertoeben, 

S^eu  fpinnt  fie  bie  gaben  fo  lid)t. 

3a  — ’g  ift  alleg  nur  Sraum,  ic 
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ALL  THAT  ’S  BRIGHT  MUST  FADE. 

(INDIAN  AIE.) 

« 

All  that 's  bright  must  fade,  — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 

All  that  '8  sweet  was  made, 

Bat  to  be  lost  when  sweetest. 

Stare  that  shine  and  fall ; — 

The  flower  that  drops  in  springing;  - 

These,  alas!  are  types  af  all 
To  which  onr  hearts  are  clinging. 

All  that  '8  bright  must  fade,  — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 

All  that  's  sweet  was  made 
Bat  to  be  lost  when  sweetest! 

Who  would  seek  or  prize 
Delights  that  end  in  aching? 

Who  would  trust  to  ties 
That  every  hour  are  breacking? 

Better  far  to  be 
In  utter  darkness  lying, 

Than  to  be  bless'd  with  light  and  see 
That  light  for  ever  flying. 

All  that  's  bright  must  fade  — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 

All  that  '8  sweet  was  made 
But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest! 
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JUle0  Sdjtme  fltrbt. 

Onbifcfye  SEeife.V 

TCUcS  ©(bone  ftirbt,  - 
©a8  ©dbonjle  fiet8  am  fcfjneUfien; 

Sebet  ©Ianj  berbirbt, 

SDBenn  et  un8  ftrablt  am  ^cllftcn. 

©tetne  Ieud)ten  — falln;  — 

<58  roelbt,  n>a8  faurn  entfprungen;  — 

©o  bte  SStutben  att’  entwalln. 

Urn  unfet  gefd)lungen. 

2CUe8  ©dbone  ftitbt,  - 
®a8  ©cbonfie  flctS  am  fd&nettften; 

Seber  ©lanj  oetbitbt, 

SEBemt  et  un8  firablt  am  beUften. 

SDBen  entjutft  bte  Cuft, 

®te  nur  tn  ©cbmerjen  enbet? 

2Bet  bertraut  bet  SBtuft, 

©te  ftiinbltd}  ab  ftcb  roenbet? 

Siebet  mocbt’  i(b  ganj 
3n  97atbt  gebettet  liegen, 

2(18,  bon  Cid>t  umbort  ben  ®lanj 
Sut  trnmer  fetyn  berfliegen! 

2(Ue8  ©djone  ftirbt,  — 

©a8  ©cbSnfle  fiet8  am  fcbneUflen; 

Seber  ©lanj  berbirbt, 

2Benn  er  un8  fltabU  am  (>elljlen. 
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OH,  COME  TO  ME  WHEN  DAYLIGHT  SETS. 

(VENETIAN  A IB.) 

Oh,  come  to  me  when  daylight  seta; 

Sweet!  then  come  to  me, 

When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 
O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 

When  Mirth  "s  awake,  and  Love  begins, 
Beneath  that  glancing  ray. 

With  sound  of  lutes  and  mandolius, 

To  steal  young  hearts  away. 

Then,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets; 

Sweet!  then  come  to  me, 

When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 
O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 

Oh,  then 's  the  hour  for  those  who  love, 
Sweet,  like  thee  and  me; 

When  all 's  so  calm  below,  above. 

In  Heav'n  and  o'er  the  sea. 

When  maidens  sing  sweet  barcarolles. 

And  Echo  sings  again 
So  sweet,  that  all  with  ears  and  souls 
Should  love  and  listen  then. 

So,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets; 

Sweet!  then  come  to  me, 

When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 
O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 
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<$,  Kflmm,  rofnn  tiff  tin  tfcafl  fid)  nftflt, 

(Senetiamfcbe  SBcifc.) 

£5,  !omm,  menn  tief  bet  Sag  ft#  neigt, 
Stebd^en!  bann  fei  mein, 

SBenn  friebti#  unfte  ©onbel  flrctdbt 
£>ut#’S  SDteet  im  $Dtonbenf#ein; 

2Benn  untet’m  <StraI)tenbalba#in 
8u|i  unb  Siebc  fpiett, 

9)lit  Sautenflang  unb  SOlanbolin 
Sunge  £erjen  ftief)U. 

©turn  Bornm,  wenn  tief  bet  Sag  ft#  neigt, 
2ieb#en!  bann  fei  mein, 

2Benn  frieblic^  unfte  ©onbel  fircidf^t 
®ut#’<>  9Jteer  im  $Drtonbenf#ein. 

£>  8ieb!  ba§  ifl  bie  red^tc  (Stunb' 
gut  fufeS  CiebeSmet), 

SBenn  TCllei  fiiU  im  meiten  Stunb, 

®er  J^immet  unb  bie  (See; 

SBenn  fetn  bie  SBatfaroi'  erJlingt, 

3m  (S#o  wiebetfjaUt 
Unb  fufj  in  iebe  (Seete  bringt 
SOtit  CiebeSaUgeroalt. 

JDrum  fornm,  raenn  tief  bet  Sag  ft#  neigt, 
8ieb#en!  bann  fei  mein, 

SBenn  frieblid^  unfte  ©onbel  fireicfjt 
2Dut#’$  9Jteet  im  9Dlonbenf#ein, 
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THEN,  FARE  THEE  WELL. 

(OLD  ENGLISH  AIR.) 

Then,  fare  thee  well,  my  own  dear  love. 
This  world  has  now  for  us 
No  greater  grief,  no  pain  above 
The  pain  of  parting  thus, 

Dear  love! 

The  pain  of  parting  thus. 

Had  we  but  known,  since  first  we  met, 
Some  few  short  hours  of  bliss, 

We  might,  in  numbering  them,  forget 
The  deep,  deep  pain  of  this, 

Dear  love! 

The  deep,  deep  pain  of  this. 

But  no,  alas,  we 've  never  seen 
One  glimpse  of  pleasure's  ray, 

But  still  there  came  some  cloud  between. 
And  chased  it  all  away, 

Dear  love! 

And  chased  it  all  away. 


221 


,3tir e!  mein  fu£  ®reulieb,  abe! 

(9Utcnanf(f)c  2Beife.) 

2lbe!  mein  fujj  SEreulieb,  abc! 

gur  unfer  btutenb  J jperj 
Jg>at  je$t  bie  2Belt  £ein  grofjer  SBeb 
211S  folcber  SErennung  ©cbmetj, 
SEreulieb! 

2Cl§  folder  SErenntmg  ©cbmerj. 

2Cdf> ! batt’  unS  fruber  je  gelefct 
(Sin  fetiger  SfJtoment, 

93ielleid)t/  bafj  roic  oergafcn  je|t, 
$E3ie  biefcr  Summer  brennt, 
SEreulieb! 

2Bie  biefer  Summer  brennt. 

2)ocb  nein,  e$  tjat  unS  nimmer  f)ett 
(5 in  greubenfirabl  getadfjt, 

SDie  2Bol£e  trat  bajtnifdben  ftbnell 
Unb  l)uUt’  ibn  all  in  Stadbt, 
Sreulieb ! 

Unb  b«Ut’  ibn  att  in  9tacbt. 
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Yet,  ev'n  coaid  those  sad  moments  last, 
Far  dearer  to  my  heart 
Were  hoars  of  grief,  together  past, 
Than  years  of  mirth  apart, 

Dear  love! 

Than  years  of  mirth  apart. 

Farewell!  our  hope  was  born  in  fears, 
And  nnrsed  'mid  vain  regrets ; 

Like  winter  snns,  it  rose  in  tears, 

Like  them  in  tears  it  sets. 

Dear  love! 

Like  them  in  tears  it  sets. 
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Unb  bodj,  o fd&merjlidj  fufe  3ett!  — 
2Beit  tfjeum  meiner  33rufi 
SDlit  bir  beretnt  ba§  fcbroerfle  8etb, 
2U8  einfam  ^odbffce  Sufi, 

SEreulieb! 

2H8  cinfam  Jjod&fle  Suft. 

2td (j!  trub  tear  unfcer  Ctebe  8auf, 
Son  ©cufjcrn  bang  umroebt, 

SfBie  aSintcrfonn’  in  SEbtnnen  auf= 
3»n  Sf)«ancn  niebergef)t, 

Steulteb ! 

3n  Zfyranen  niebergetyt. 
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OFT,  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGHT. 

(scotch  air.) 

Oft,  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  me. 
Fond  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  aronnd  me; 

The  smiles,  the  tears, 

Of  boyhood's  years, 

The  words  of  love  then  spoken; 
The  eyes  that  shone, 

Now  dimm'd  and  gone, 

The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken! 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  Slumber’s  chain  has  bound  me, 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  aronnd  me. 

When  I remember  all 
The  friends,  so  link'd  together, 

I ’ve  seen  around  me  fall, 

Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather; 

I feel  like  one, 

Who  treads  alone 
Some  banquet-hall  deserted, 

Whose  lights  are  fled, 

W'hose  garlands  dead, 

And  all  but  he  departed! 
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tiff  in  fiiller  Utadjt. 

(©cf)t>ttifd)e  SBeifc.) 

Oft,  tief  in  flitter  S'tacfrt, 

@1)’  ©drummer  mid)  gebunben, 
(Srinn’rung  traut  entfadjt 
£>en  dauber  fruiter  ©tunben; 
2)ie  Sufi,  baS  Seib 
£)er  .Knaben^eit, 

2)er  Siebe  fofenb  ©tfcerjen; 

£>er  tfugen  ®lanj, 

@rlofd)en  ganj, 

Unb  ad)!  gebrodme  Jperjen! 

@o,  tief  in  flitter  sftadjt, 

(Sb’  ©dflummer  mid)  gebunben, 
Gsrinn’rung  triib  entfadfrt 
Sen  3<*uber  frub’rer  ©tunben. 

Unb  adj!  gebent’  id)  ba 
2)er  gfreunb’,  einfl  eng  toerbunben, 
3Die  ring!  id)  fallen  fat), 

2Bie  Saub  in  JperbfieSflunben: 

©o  meb  mir  mirb, 

2Bie  mer  burdjirrt 
SBetlaffne  ^efleSljatte; 

SDet  ©lanj  »ergtuf)t, 

2)et  ^ranj  t>erbluf>t, 

Unb  langfl  gefdjieben  2Ctte ! 

15 
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Thus,  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  aronnd  me. 


IF  IN  LOVING,  SINGING. 

If  in  loving,  singing,  night  and  day 
We  could  trifle  merrily  life  away, 

Like  atoms  dancing  in  the  beam, 

Like  day-flies  skimming  o'er  the  stream, 
Or  summer  blossoms,  born  to  sigh 
Their  sweetness  out,  and  die  — 

How  brilliant,  thoughtless,  side  by  side, 
Thou  and  I could  make  our  minutes  glide! 
No  atoms  ever  glanced  so  bright, 

No  day-flies  ever  danced  so  light, 

Nor  summer  blossoms  mix'd  their  sigh, 

So  close,  as  thou  and  I! 
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®o,  fief  in  ftiU?r  97adf)t, 

®b’  Scbtummer  mid)  gebunben, 
Gmnn’rung  tcub  entfadjt 
2)en  3aubet  frub’rer  Stunben. 


hofcnli,  (ingriib. 

3Benn  Eofenb,  ftngenb  n>ir  Sag  unb  97ad)t 
S3ertanbeln  Eonnten  ba$  Ccben  fadjt, 
Tltome,  tanjenb  in  Sonnenglutb, 
Sagflicgen,  fdjrodrmenb  ob  bcr  glutl), 

Unb  Sommerblutben,  rofig  roti), 

Sid)  buftenb  all  $u  Sob:  — 

SBic  glan5»otl,  forgtoS  Seft  an  Seif, 
Gsntfdiwanb’  unS  felig  bann  bie  3cit ! 
tftome  glanjten  nie  fo  Ud)t, 

Sagflicgen  fasten  frober  nid&t, 

9?ocb  Sommerblutben  Eoften  jtd> 

So  nab/  «l$  bu  unb  id)! 


15* 
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Sacred  Songs. 


THE  TURF  SHALL  BE  MY  FRAGRANT  SHRINE. 

CaIR  — STEVENSON.) 

The  turf  shall  he  my  fragrant  shrine; 

My  temple,  Lord!  that  Arch  of  thine; 

My  censer's  breath  the  mountain  airs, 

And  silent  thoughts  my  only  prayers. 

My  choir  shall  be  the  moonlight  waves, 

When  murmuring  homeward  to  their  caves, 

Or  when  the  stillness  of  the  sea, 

Even  more  than  music,  breathes  of  Thee! 

I 'll  seek,  by  day,  some  glade  unknown, 

All  light  and  silence,  like  thy  Throne; 

And  the  pale  stars  shall  be,  at  night, 

The  only  eyes  that  watch  my  rite. 

Thy  Heaven,  on  which 't  is  bliss  to  look. 

Shall  be  my  pure  and  shining  book, 

Where  I shall  read,  in  words  of  flame. 

The  glories  of  thy  wondrous  name. 
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SWeftatofe  @efattge. 


P*r  Bflfcn  fei  mftn  Puft-^Utor* 

(OTelobie:  — ©tcl’cnfoit.) 

©er  Sftafen  fei  mein  ©uft=2C(tar 
50lein  Sempel,  £ert!  ©ein  J^immel  Elar; 
SKein  2BeiI)raucf>  fei  ber  SBergtuft  2Bel)n, 
Unb  fiumme  tfnbadfjt  all  mein  gteljn; 

SUtein  @f)or  bie  monbbegtanjten  2Bettn, 
SDBenn  murmelnb  fie  jum  ©tranbe  fdjwelln, 
Unb  felbft  bie  SEtteere^ftiUe  mir, 

9Jlei)r  al6  SJluftE,  ein  Jpaucfc  non  ©ir! 

58ei  Sag  jum  2BaIbe§tf)al  entfloljn, 

S3oU  Std)t  unb  ©djmeigen  n>ie  bein  Sljron, 
•J&att  nut  ber  ©terne  ©arnmern  2Bacbt 
Db  meinem  ©otteSbienji  bei  9tad>i; 

©ein  tiefer  J-bimmel,  fegnenb  fiumrn, 

SJiein  leudjtenb  ©oangetium! 

©ort  jiefyt  in  glammenlettern  Elar 
©ein  SKarne,  glorreidj,  rounberbar. 
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I 'll  read  thy  anger  in  the  rack 

That  clouds  awhile  the  day-beam's  track; 

Thy  mercy  in  the  aznre  hue 

Of  sunny  brightness,  breaking  throngh. 

There 's  nothing  bright,  above,  below. 
From  flowers  that  bloom  to  stars  that  glow. 
But  in  its  light  my  soul  can  see 
Some  feature  of  thy  Deity: 

There 's  nothing  dark,  below,  above, 

But  in  its  gloom  I trace  thy  Love, 

And  meekly  wait  that  moment,  when 
Thy  touch  shall  turn  all  bright  again! 
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©ein  3iirnen  fpridbt  au§  2Betternad)t, 
©te  fliic&ttQ  f)ultt  be§  SEngeS  $prad)t; 
Unb  ®nabe  lad)t  im  tfjur^SBlau, 

Sag  fonntg  bridfjt  but#  2Bol!en=®rau. 

Sn  jebem  ®lanj,  bom  S31umenblubn 
S3i6  broben  ju  ber  ©terne  ®liit)n, 
@rfd)aut  ber  ©eete  Srunfenbeit 
SRur  3«gc  beiner  ©ottlid)!eit: 

3n  jebem  ©unfet,  bier  unb  bort, 
©ntbecf’  id)  betnet  Siebe  Qoxt 
Unb  tjaxxe  bemutbootl,  bt$  ©u 
S3on  ^euem  fenbejl  Sidjt  unb  SRui)’. 


Digitized  by  Google 


232 


THIS  WORLD  IS  ALL  A FLEETING  SHOW. 

(AIR.  — 8TEVEN80X.) 

This  world  is  all  a fleeting  show. 

For  man's  illusion  given; 

The  smiles  of  Joy,  the  tears  of  Woe, 

Deceitful  shine,  deceitful  flow  — 

There  "s  nothing  true  hut  Heaven  ! 

And  false  the  light  on  Glory’s  plume, 

As  fading  hues  of  Even; 

And  Love  and  Hope,  and  Beauty's  bloom, 

Are  blossoms  gather'd  for  the  tomb  — 

There 's  nothing  bright  but  Heaven! 

Poor  wanderers  of  a stormy  day, 

From  wave  to  wave  we  're  driven. 

And  Fancy's  flash,  and  Reason's  ray. 

Serve  but  to  light  the  troubled  way  — 

There 's  nothing  calm  but  Heaven! 
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3ie  t|l  all  m fludjt'ger  ®rug. 

(£Dicfobic : — ©tetcnfon.) 

2)ie  SEBelt  ift  aU  ein  fludbt’ger  £rug, 

(Sin  btenbenb  SEBabngerotmmel; 

Soil  tfrgltft  glanjt  ber  greube  3ug, 

(Sd&merjeS  I$&rdne  fliefit  »oU  8ug  — 
2ld)!  roal)t  ifl  nut  bet  #immel! 

Unb  StubmeSglanj  ttrie  golbncr  (Sdfcein 
(Srftirbt  am  tfbenbfjimmel;  1 

Unb  J&offnung,  8ieb’  unb  <Sd)onbeit  reifj’n 
3um  j?ranje  wit  — bem  2obtenfd)rein  — 
2Cd>!  lid&t  iji  nut  ber  Jpimmel! 

233ir  irren  rafUo$,  of)ne  2BabI,  . 

25urdb  ©turmeSflutbgetummel; 

Unb  @eelenbti§,  Serjlanbe$firaf)l 
5Beleud)ten  nur  beg  2Bege§  D.ual  — 

2£d>!  Jftuf)’  ijl  nut  im  #immel! 
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AS  DOWN  IN  THE  SUNLESS  RETREATS. 

(AIR.  — HAYDN.) 

Ah  down  in  the  snnless  retreats  of  the  Ocean, 
Sweet  flowers  are  springing  no  mortal  can  see, 
So,  deep  in  my  sonl  the  still  prayer  of  devotion, 
Unheard  by  the  world,  rises  silent  to  Thee, 

My  God!  silent,  to  Thee  — 

Pure,  warm,  silent,  to  Thee. 

As  still  to  the  star  of  its  worship,  though  clouded, 
The  needle  points  faithfully  o'er  the  dim  sea. 

So,  dark  as  1 roam,  in  this  wintry  world  shrouded, 
The  hope  of  my  spirit  turns  trembling  to  Thee, 
My  God!  trembling,  to  Thee  — 

True,  fond,  trembling,  to  thee. 
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We  tief  in  ben  ©runfcfit. 

(QMebie:  — £abbn.) 

2Bie  tief  in  ben  ®runben  beg  £)ceang  n5d)tig 
Unftc&tbar  erfproft  fitter  SBlumen  3t«/ 

©o  tief  aug  ber  ©eele  mein  SBeten  anbadjtig, 

JDer  SOBelt  unberneljmbar,  fteigt  fdbmeigenb  ju  Sir,  * 
SJtein  ®ott!  fd>n>eigenb  ju  2)ir  — 

Stein,  warm,  fdjweigenb  jit  25ic. 

2Bie  bie  Sfobel  jam  ^po'UStern,  ob  molEenumgeben, 
2reu  firebt  burdj  beg  Dcean’g  bunEleg  Sftebier, 

©o,  fcbmeifenb  burdj’g  biiflere,  froftige  8eben, 

®ie  Jpoffnung  ber  ©eete  ftrebt  jitternb  ju  ®ir, 

SJtein  @ott!  jitternb  ju  £>ir  — 

SEreu,  lieb,  jitternb  ju  ®ir. 
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Evenings  in  Greece. 


SONG. 

As  o'er  her  loom  the  Lesbian  Maid 
In  love-sick  languor  hung  her  head, 
Unknowing  where  her  fingers  stray'd. 
She  weeping  turn'd  away,  and  said, 
„Oh,  my  sweet  Mother  — "t  is  in  vain  — 
„I  cannot  weave,  as  once  I wove  — 

,,So  wilder'd  is  my  heart  and  brain 
„With  thinking  of  that  youth  I love! 

Again  the  web  she  tried  to  trace. 

But  tears  fell  o'er  each  tangled  thread; 
While,  looking  in  her  mother's  face, 

Who  watchful  o'er  her  lean'd,  she  said, 
„Oh,  my  sweet  Mother  — 't  is  in  vain  — 
,,I  cannot  weave,  as  once  I wove  — 

,,So  wilder'd  is  my  heart  and  brain 
„With  thinking  of  that  youth  I love!u 
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3U>ettfee  in  ©rtedjenlanb. 


2(m  3Bebfluf)t  ft$t  bic  Segbier  SJiaib, 

©ag  £aupt  gefenEt  in  Siebegleib; 

©ie  jtefct  nid)t,  wo  if)t  ginger  irrt, 

©ie  Eel)rt  fid)  ab  unb  feufjt  oenoirrt: 

„D ! fiif e SDtutter,  — ’g  ift  umfonft  — 
„3d>  fann  nicbt  roeben  mefjr,  wie  fonfl  — 
„Ttd)!  Jperj  unb  J£>irn  burcfjwirbeU  wilb, 
„Mrafllog  beg  ©eliebten  S3ilb!" 

Unb  roieber  fie  bie  gaben  f)alt, 

©o*  aufg  ©eweb  bie  Sbrane  fattt; 

©ie  blicEt  in’g  itflutterangeftc&t, 

©ag  forgenb  fie  beroacfjt,  unb  fprit^t : 

„D!  ftife  Shutter,  — 'g  ifi  umfonfl  — 
„3d)  Eann  nidfjt  roeben  mel)r  n>ie  fonfl  — 
„2Cd).'  Jperj  unb  Jpirn  burcfnoirbelt  wilb, 
„7CUtafllog  beg  ©eliebten  SBilb!" 
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SONG. 

I saw,  from  yonder  silent  cave,  M) 

Two  Fountains  running,  side  by  side, 
The  one  was  Mem'ry's  limpid  wave, 

The  other  cold  Oblivion's  tide. 

„0h  Love!“  said  I,  in  thoughtless  mood, 
As  deep  I drank  of  Lethe's  stream, 
„Be  all  my  sorrows  in  this  flood 
^Forgotten  like  a vanish'd  dream! 

But  who  could  bear  that  gloomy  blank, 
Where  joy  was  lost  as  well  as  pain? 
Quickly  of  Mem'ry's  fount  I drank. 

And  brought  the  past  all  back  again ; 
And  said,  „0h  Love!  whate'er  my  lot, 

,, Still  let  this  soul  to  thee  be  true  — 
„Rather  than  have  one  bliss  forgot, 

„Be  all  my  pains  remember'd  too! 
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3M?  fab  aut>  filler  Jpoble  Snnetn  M) 

3wei  duellen  jtromen  ©eit’  ait  ©eit’: 
©ie  listen  SBeUen  beg  (Srinnern, 

©ie  fallen  ber  23ergeffanbeit. 

„£)  8iebe!"  farad?  id?  fdiroermutbtrunFen 
Unb  fdjlurfte  8etbe’$  glutfjen  ein, 

„j£>ier  foU  mein  Summer  all  berfunfen, 
„SDBie  flticbt’ger  Sraum  bergeflen  fein!" 

©o$  ad),  in  weld)e  £>ebe  fanf  id)! 

©ie  8uft  berfdjollen  wie  ba$  8eib! 
©djneU  bom  @rinn’rung$queUe  tranf  id), 
S3efd)tb6renb  bie  33ergangenf)eit, 

Unb  farad):  „o  Siebe!  ©d)6ne,  Jpeljre ! 

„©ir  tjulb’ge  manbeUoS  mein  S?evy, 
„2Cd)!  el)’  id)  eine  2Bonn’  entbebre, 

©ei  unbetgefilicf)  aud)  mein  ©<bmer$! 
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Oh,  Memory,  how  coldly 
Thou  paintest  joy  gone  by: 

Like  rainbows,  thy  pictures 
But  mournfully  shine  and  die. 
Or,  if  some  tints  thou  keepest, 
That  former  days  recall. 

As  o’er  each  line  thou  weepest, 
Thy  tears  efface  them  all. 

But,  Memory,  too  truly 
Thou  paintest  grief  that's  past; 
Joy's  colours  are  fleeting, 

But  those  of  Sorrow  last. 

And,  while  thou  bring'st  before  us 
Dark  pictures  of  past  ill, 

Life's  evening,  closing  o’er  us, 

But  makes  them  darker  still. 
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jTulr. 

ISrinnerung,  rote  froftig 
(Sntfdbrounbne  Cuft  bu  malfi, 
SDBebmutbtg,  btnflerbenb 
2Bie  Sftegenbogen  ffrafjlft! 
©elbfi  roenn  in  Itdfjtern  SBilbern 
®u  fruf)’te  $eit  befdjrobtfi, 
2Cuf  jebe  Stnie  roetnenb 
©u  all  ben  ®lanj  jerftotji. 

(Srinnerung,  ju  treu  nut 
SDtalji  bu  bergangne  *pein; 
®tebfl  3freuben  nut  flud^t’gen, 
©od)  dualen  ero’gen  (Severn. 
Unb  beine  bunfeln  S3ilbet 
S3on  Sagen,  leiberfuUt, 

©er  3lbenb  unfreS  8eben$ 

Sn  tiefre  9la$t  nut  f)uUt. 
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SONG. 

When  evening  shades  are  falling 
O'er  Ocean's  sunny  sleep, 

To  pilgrim’s  hearts  recalling 
Their  home  beyond  the  deep ; 
When,  rest  o'er  all  descending, 
The  shores  with  gladness  smile, 
And  lutes,  their  echoes  blending, 
Are  heard  from  isle  to  isle, 
Then,  Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea, 27 ) 
We  pray,  we  pray,  to  thee! 

The  noon-day  tempest  over, 

Now  Ocean  toils  no  more, 

And  wings  of  halcyons  hover, 
Where  all  was  strife  before. 

Oh  thus  may  life,  in  closing 
Its  short  tempestuous  day, 
Beneath  heaven's  smile  reposing, 
Shine  all  its  storms  away: 

Thus,  Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea, 

We  pray,  we  pray  to  thee ! 
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jfufc. 

2Benn  tfbenbfdbatten  jtnEen 
2lufS  fonnig  ftille  SStteer, 

SDBie  trautef>  #eimatf)n>infen 
2)em  $>ilgert>erjen  fd>tnet; 
SGBenn,  fdbtummertrunEen  Titles, 
Sm  Sraum  bic  £ujle  lad)t, 

Unb,  leifen  SBieberJjalleS, 

SDer  Saute  j?lang  erroadbt: 
&ann,  9ftaria,  (Stern  ber  ©ee,22) 
3u  bir,  ju  bir  id)  fief)’; 

©eftiUt  ber  ©turm  bel  SSageS;  — 
2Bo  2lUe«>  J?ampf  norfyer, 
©dbroebt  leifen  SSlitgelfdblageg 
2)er  gfrieben  uber  SJteer. 

©o  mog’  ob  unferm  Seben, 

9tadb  Eurjem  ©turmegtag, 

2)e£>  JjbimmelS  Sad^eln  fdjroeben 
Unb  jliUen  jebe§ 

£>ieS,  SDtaria,  ©tern  ber  ©ee, 

SSon  bir,  non  bir  id)  fief)’! 


1 (i* 


Digitized  by  Google 


244 


SONG. 

Calm  as,  beneath  its  mother's  eyes. 

In  sleep  the  smiling  infant  lies, 

So  watch'd  by  all  the  stars  of  night, 
Yon  landscape  sleeps  in  light. 

And  while  the  night-breeze  dies  away, 
Like  relics  of  some  faded  strain, 

Loved  voices,  lost  for  many  a day, 

Seem  whispering  round  again. 

Oh  youth!  oh  love!  ye  dreams,  that  shed 
Such  glory  once  — where  are  ye  fled? 

Pure  ray  of  light  that,  down  the  sky, 

Art  pointing,  like  an  angel's  wand, 

As  if  to  guide  to  realms  that  lie 
In  that  bright  sea  beyond: 

Who  knows  but,  in  some  brighter  deep 
Than  even  that  tranquil,  moon-lit  main, 
Some  land  may  lie,  where  those  who  weep 
Shall  wake  to  smile  again! 
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Jfutr. 

3Bie  unter  SOtutterblicfen  tinb 
©till  lacbelnb  liegt  ein  fcblummernb  jCinb, 
©o  rubt  bie  glut  im  SEraum  bet  9tad)t, 
23on  ©ternen  treu  bewacbt 

2Bie  fanft  erftirbt  beg  9?acbtn>inbg  jllagen! 

— S3erHungnen  ©angeg  le§te  aBellen  — 
Unb  ©timmen  lieb  aug  fdjoneren  SEagen 
8eig  flufternb  ung  umfd)n>etten. 

D 3»ugenb,  Siebe,  SEraume  golben, 

9Bag  flobt  ibr  mit  bent  ®lanj,  bem  bolben! 

©u  reinet  ©trabl,  bet  bimntelber, 

®leid)  einem  Gsngelgftabe,  bu 
#inbeuteft  fern  auf’g  licfjte  SCReer, 

SBie  auf  ein  Sfteid)  bet  Stub’:  — 

2Bet  tueif,  ob  nicbt  in  licbtern  SEiefen, 

2(lg  felbfi  bie  glutb  in  SDtonbfcbeinpracbt, 
(Sin  8anb  beg  griebeng  30Ien  lad)t, 

©ie  tueinenb  biet  entfcbliefen! 
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Ballads,  Songs,  etc. 


POOR  BROKEN  FLOWER. 

Poor  broken  flow'r!  what  art  can  now  recover  thee? 
Torn  from  the  stem  that  fed  thy  rosy  breath  — 

In  vain  the  son-beams  seek 
To  warm  that  faded  cheek ; 

The  dews  of  heav'n,  that  once  like  balm  fell  over  thee, 
Now  are  but  tears,  to  weep  thy  early  death. 

So  droops  the  maid  whose  lover  hath  forsakeu  her  — 
Thrown  from  his  arms,  as  lone  and  lost  as  thou ; 

In  vain  the  smiles  of  all 
Like  son-beams  round  her  fall; 

The  only  smile  that  coaid  from  death  awaken  her. 

That  smile,  alas!  is  gone  to  others  now. 
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33altobeit,  gtebcr  jc. 


Wet  arm?  Blum*. 

5Ber  rettet,  atme  SBIume,  grubgeBnirfte,  bid)? 

S3om  (Stamm  geloft,  an  bem  erbliif)t  bein  Stotf)  — 
Umfonft  ber  ©onne  ©traf)l 
UmBoft  bte  SBange  fat)l; 

2)et>  Jj?immelf>  S&au,  ber  batfamgleid)  erquicBte  bid), 
(Stei^t  Sbtanen  jefct  urn  beinen  frut)cn  Sob. 

@o  melBt  tie  SCTlaib,  wenn  er,  bem  tjeif  ergeben  fte, 
3f)t  8ieb,  fttb  treuIoS  tbrem  Tfrm  entroanb; 

Umfonft  bet  greunbe  Sroft 
Unb  SiebeSblicB  it)r  foft; 

Der  einj’ge  SBlicf,  ber  mieber  mecft’  in’§  Ceben  fie, 

SDer  Slid  ift  adf) ! jefct  Tfnbern  jugeroanbt. 
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FOR  THEE  ALONE. 

For  thee  alone  I brave  the  boundless  deep. 

Those  eyes  my  light  through  ev'ry  distant  sea; 

My  waking  thoughts,  the  dream  that  gilds  my  sleep. 
The  noon-tide  rev’rie,  all  are  given  to  thee. 

To  thee  alone,  to  thee  alone. 

Though  future  scenes  present  to  Fancy's  eye 
Fair  forms  of  light  that  crowd  the  distant  air. 

When  nearer  view'd,  the  fairy  phantoms  fly, 

The  crowds  dissolve,  and  thou  alone  art  there, 
Thou,  thou  alone. 

To  win  thy  smile,  I speed  from  shore  to  shore. 

While  Hope’s  sweet  voice  is  heard  in  every  blast, 

Still  whisp'ring  on,  that  when  some  years  are  o’er, 
One  bright  reward  shall  crown  my  toil  at  last. 

Thy  smile  alone,  thy  smile  alone. 

Oh  place  beside  the  transport  of  that  hour 
All  earth  can  boast  of  fair,  of  rich,  and  bright, 

W ealth's  radiant  mines,  the  lofty  thrones  of  power,  — 
Then  ask  where  first  thy  lover’s  choice  would  light'? 
On  thee  alone-,  on  thee  alone. 


Digitized  by  Google 


249 


/ur  bid)  alUtn. 

Um  bidj  nur  tro$’  id>  SJleeregfiurmen  milb, 

©ein  2£uge  ttd^t  mein  ©tern  auf  oben  glutfjen! 
SJtein  macbeg  ©enEen,  buftig  SEraumgebilb, 

SQtein  febnenb  ©innen  in  beg  STtittagg  ©lutben 
©ilt  bit  aUein,  gilt  bir  aUein. 

£)b  3uBunft  mir  in  fdmnen  ^bantaften 
SERit  8id)tgefialten  futtt  ben  fernen  #immel, 

®ie  S«n=®ebilbe,  nab  betrad)tet,  flief>n, 

Unb  bu  aUein  trittft  aug  bem  ©tanjgemimmel, 
©u,  bu  aUein. 

©ein  Sadjeln  nur  ift  meineg  ©cbmeifeng  3iet; 

3>n  jjebem  ©turm  ber  4?offnung  ©timme  tonet, 
®a|j  enblicb  bodj,  nad)  Jfampfegjabren  ttiel, 

2t(g  ftboner  8obn  aU  meine  SDlubfal  Bronet 
©ein  93lidB  aUein,  bein  S3licE  aUein. 

Unb  menn  mir  jene  fet’ge  ©tunbe  tacbt, 

©ann  beut,  mag  ©cboneg,  ©rofieg  tragt  bie  ©rbe, 
©eg  Sleicbtbumg  9Kinen,  bbcbften  £b*oneg  SDtacbt  — 
Unb  Bannfi  bu  fragen,  mag  id>  mablen  merbe? 

Slur  bicb  aUein,  nur  bid)  aUein. 
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THE  DREAM  OF  HOME. 

Who  has  not  felt  how  sadly  sweet 
The  dream  of  home,  the  dream  of  home, 

Steals  o'er  the  heart,  too  soon  to  fleet. 
When  far  o'er  sea  or  land  we  roam? 

Sunlight  more  soft  may  o'er  us  fall, 

To  greener  shores  our  bark  may  come; 

But  far  more  bright,  more  dear  than  all. 
That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 

Ask  of  the  sailor  youth  when  far 
His  light  bark  bounds  o'er  ocean's  foam. 

What  charms  him  most,  when  ev'nings  star 
Smiles  o'er  the  wave?  to  dream  of  home. 

Fond  thoughts  of  absent  friends  and  loves 
At  that  sweet  hour  around  him  come; 

His  heart's  best  joy  where'er  he  roves. 
That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 
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<tf>  Jfjrimatl)-$raunt. 

Sffier  Bennt  bid)  nid)t,  bu  fufe$  8eib, 

D Jpeimatl^SIraum,  o J&eimatbs&raum? 
£>u  nur  ju  furje  ©eligBeit 
2Cuf  fecner  SJlecrc  obent  SRaum! 

£)b  milbre  Cufte  uni  umroalln 
2fn  fd)6nm  .ftiiften  Slutbenfaum, 
jDu  bteibft  un£  innig  Xieb  t>or  alln, 

£)  ^eimatb'Sraum,  o Jpeimatb^raum! 

2Benn  grieben  ftrablt  ber  tfbenbftetn, 
Sefdfteicbfi  bu  ftitl,  o £eimatb=£raum, 
2)e6  jungen  ©eemanng  4e>erj,  ber  fern 
©ein  ©djifftein  ftibrt  bur<b  SDSogenfdjaum ; 
2)u  bringft  ibm  nab  bie  Sieben  aU, 

Son  ibm  getrennt  burd)  roeiien  Sftaum; 
Sift  Gsben  ibm  im  SEogenfcbwaU, 

£>  Jpeimat&sISraum,  o Jpeimatb^raum! 
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THE  HALCYON  HANGS  O’ER  OCEAN 


The  halcyon  hangs  o'er  ocean. 

The  sea-lark  skims  the  brine: 
This  bright  world's  all  in  motion, 
No  heart  seems  sad  but  mine. 

To  walk  through  sun-bright  places; 

With  heart  all  cold  the  while; 

To  look  in  smiling  faces, 

When  we  no  more  can  smile; 

To  feel,  while  earth  and  heaven 
Around  thee  shine  with  bliss, 

To  thee  no  light  is  given,  — 

Oh,  what  a doom  is  this! 
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,31m  $tranfc  &ie  Miiven  fdjrodjen. 

3tm  ©tranb  bte  SJtooen  fcbweben, 

3n  grieben  tad^t  bal  SJlecr; 

©te  SBelt  ooU  Cidbt  unb  Ceben, 

SDtein  Jjperj  aUcin  ijl  f<broer. 

©ur<$  fonn’ge  gturen  geben, 

3m  Jjjerjen  3rofl  unb  9lotb ; 

©ie  SOlenfdben  ladbeln  feben. 

SBenn  unfet  Cadbeln  tobt; 

©en  £immel  b*U  ju  mifien, 

©ie  Gcrb’  etn  $)arabiel, 

Unb  bo<b  ben  ©egen  miffen,  — 

D,  roeldj  ein  Cool  i|i  biel! 
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THOU  BIDST  ME  SING. 

Thou  bidst  me  sing  the  lay  I sung  to  thee 
In  other  days,  ere  joy  had  left  this  brow ; 

But  think,  though  still  unchanged  the  notes  may  be, 
Hon  d iff  rent  feels  the  heart  that  breathes  them  now! 

The  rose  thou  wear's!  to-night  is  still  the  same 
We  saw  this  morning  on  its  stem  so  gay  ; 

But,  ah!  that  dew  of  dawn,  that  breath  which  came 
Like  life  o'er  all  its  leaves,  hath  pass'd  away. 

Since  first  that  music  touch’d  thy  heart  and  mine, 

How  many  a joy  and  pain  o’er  both  have  past,  — 

The  joy,  a light  too  precious  long  to  shine. 

The  pain,  a cloud  whose  shadows  always  last. 

And  though  that  lay  would  like  the  voice  of  home 
Breath  o'er  our  ear,  ’t  would  w’aken  now  a sigh  — 

Ah!  not,  as  then,  for  fancied  woes  to  come, 

But,  sadder  far,  for  real  bliss  gone  by. 
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jDu  Ijrifjt  Iras  jfieli  aus  jensr  3nt  mid)  ftngrn. 

Du  !>ei§t  bag  Cieb  aug  jener  3eit  mid)  ftngen, 

©a  meine  ©tirn  nod)  ftral)lte  Sfugenblufi; 

Do d)  ad)!  ob  ganj  wie  fonft  bie  £one  flingen, 

©Bie  anberg  ftifjlet  je^t  bie  bange  ©rufi! 

Die  Sftofe  ift  — bein  ©ufenfd)mutf  l)eut  Jfbenb  — 
Diefetbe,  bie  am  SJtorgen  blufyenb  ftanb; 

Dod)  a*!  ber  reine  Sljau,  ber  Duft,  fo  tabenb, 

Dec  ©latter  garbenfdimelj  — bag  tflleg  fd)toanb. 

©eit  ieneg  Ciebeg  erfiem  Cufiburdjfd&auern, 

3Betd>  ®lucf  unb  Ceib  ift  uber  ung  geflofyn! 

Die  greub'  — ein  ©lanj,  ju  foftlid),  tang  ju  bauern  — 
Die  JQual  — ein  ewig  lafienb  ©Betterbrobn. 

©Bar’  ung  bag  Cieb  mie  J^eimatbElang  wiUEommen, 

6 g roetfte  jefct  nur  ©eufjen  in  ber  ©ruft  — 

Xtb!  nid)t,  mie  einft,  um  ©Beb,  bag  nod)  ju  fommen, 
Slein,  triiber  weit:  — um  maljren  ©liicfg  ©erluft. 
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OH,  DO  NOT  LOOK  SO  BRIGHT  AND  BLEST. 

Oh,  do  not  look  so  bright  and  blest 
For  still  there  comes  a fear, 

When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 

There  lurks  a dread  in  all  delight, 

A shadow  near  each  ray, 

That  warns  us  then  to  fear  their  flight, 

When  most  we  wish  their  stay. 

Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  blest, 

For  ah ! there  comes  a fear, 

W'hen  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest, 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 

Why  is  it  thus  that  fairest  things 
The  soonest  fleet  and  die?  — 

That  when  most  light  is  on  their  wings, 
They're  then  but  spread  to  fly! 

And,  sadder  still,  the  pain  will  stay  — 

The  bliss  no  more  appears; 

As  rainbows  take  their  light  away, 

And  leave  us  but  the  tears! 

Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  blest, 

For  ah!  there  comes  a fear, 

When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 
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<0,  Midi  fa  fral)  glurftfeltg  nid)t! 

D,  blidE  fo  fro!)  gliidffelig  nidjt! 

©enn  gurdjt  befcbteicftt  mein  Jg>erj, 

©a|j  folder  ©tirn  im  beUftcn  8id)t 
tfm  nadtften  fieljt  ber  ©d)tne rj. 

<S§  lauert  Sob  in  jeber  Sufi, 

Sn  jebem  ©tra&te  9?ad)t, 

Ung  mal)nenb  an  beg  8id)t$  33erluft, 

SOBenn  eg  am  reinfien  lad)t. 

©rum  Mi<f  fo  frof)  gliid?felig  nid)t, 

©enn  ad)!  eg  bangt  mein  Jperj, 

©afi  folder  ©tirn  im  f)MIften  2id)t 
2fm  nad)fien  ftef)t  ber  ©d)merj. 

2fd)!  bafj  am  fruljften  ftnBt  jur  ®ruft 
©ag  ©djonfie  ber  Sftatur, 

Unb  feiner  ©djroingen  rofgen  ©uft 
3um  glief)n  entfaltet  nur! 

Unb,  fcfclimmer  nod),  eg  bteibt  bie  ^)ein  — 
2Cuf  emig  fliel)t  bag  ©Itid?; 

2Bie  fliicftt’ger  Stegenbogenfdjein 
97ur  Sbranen  lafit  juriicf! 

©rum  Mid?  fo  frof)  gliicffelig  nicfct, 

©enn  ad)!  el  bangt  mein  Jperj, 

©ajj  foldjet  ©tirn  im  fjellften  8id)t 
2fm  nddijten  fiet)t  ber  ©d)meri. 
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WHEN  TO  SAD  MUSIC  SILENT  YOU  LISTEN. 

When  to  sad  Music  silent  you  listen, 

And  tears  on  those  eyelids  tremble  like  dew, 

Oh,  then  there  dwells  in  those  eyes  as  they  glisten 
A sweet  holy  charm  that  mirth  never  knew. 

But  when  some  lively  strain  resounding 
Lights  up  the  sunshine  of  joy  on  that  brow. 

Then  the  young  rein-deer  o'er  the  hills  bounding 
Was  ne'er  in  its  mirth  so  graceful  as  thou. 

When  on  the  skies  at  midnight  thou  gazest, 

A lustre  so  pure  thy  features  then  wear, 

That,  when  to  some  star  that  bright  eye  thou  raisest. 
We  feel  't  is  thy  home  thou  *rt  looking  for  there. 
But,  when  the  word  for  the  gay  dance  is  given, 

So  buoyant  thy  spirit,  so  heartfelt  thy  mirth, 

Oh  then  we  exclaim,  „Ne*er  leave  earth  for  heaven, 
„But  linger  still  here,  to  make  heaven  of  earth.“ 
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Wenn  ftnnenti  liu  laufd)e|i. 

2Benn  ft'nnenb  bu  laufd&efi  roebmutljigen  SEonen, 

2Bie  I£f)au  an  ber  SBtmper  bte  SEfjrane  bit  bebt: 
©ntfiratjlet  etn  3«ubetf  ben  2£ugen,  ben  fdronen, 

(So  beitig,  roie  nimmer  bie  Sufi  er  umfdjroebt. 
£>oc&  grtifjet  etn  Sieb  ooflt  grobftnn  unb  ©lull)  bicb, 
2)ie  Sffiangen  belebenb  gletd)  fonnigen  Tfu’n: 

2)ag  fprtngenbe  9lenntf)ier,  fo  leicfet  unb  anmutfjig, 
Sfl  bann  nid)t,  rote  bu,  fo  Iteblicf)  ju  ft&aun. 

©djaueft  bu  9tad>tg  ju  ben  fcimmtifdjen  gernen, 
2)ann  atfymet  bein  tfntlifc  ein  Seud)ten,  fo  rein, 
©aft,  rodtjrenb  bein  tfuge  ruf)t  auf  ben  ©ternen, 

2Bir  fiiljlen,  baf)  bort  beine  Jpeimatf)  rnufj  fein. 
©od)  ftblingt  bid)  ber  SRetgen  in’g  frofye  ©eroimmel, 
©ann  fjupft  bir  fo  rod^lig  bag  Jperj  in  ber  SBrufl, 
©off  IrunBen  roir  flel)n : „o,  fliei)  nicfet  jum  Jpimmet, 
©u  jauberfi  auf  ©rben  ung  l)tmntlifd)e  Sufi!" 
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Juvenile  poems. 


TO  — 

The  world  had  just  begun  to  steal 
Each  hope  that  led  me  lightly  on; 

I felt  not,  as  1 us'd  to  feel, 

And  life  grew  dark  and  love  was  gone. 

No  eye  to  mingle  sorrow’s  tear, 

No  lip  to  mingle  pleasure's  breath, 

No  circling  arms  to  draw  me  near  — 

'T  was  gloomy,  and  I wish’d  for  death. 

But  when  I saw  that  gentle  eye. 

Oh!  something  seem'd  to  tell  me  then, 

That  I was  yet  too  young  to  die, 

And  hope  and  bliss  might  bloom  again. 

With  every  gentle  smile  that  crost 
Your  kindling  cheek,  you  lighted  home 

Some  feeling,  which  my  heart  had  lost. 

And  peace,  which  far  had  learu'd  to  roam. 
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!3ugeitbgeMd>te* 


c&n  — . 

SDlein  lefcteg  J&offcn  war  gefdjwnnben, 

25er  le§te  ©tern,  fo  leudjtenb  Btar; 

(Srfaltet,  wag  id)  einft  empfunben, 

25ag  Seben  buffer,  liebebaar. 

Kug  Beinem  2fug’  ein  SDtitleibggrii§en, 
jfein  9Dtunb,  ber  fanften  SEroft  entbot; 

! fetneg  Krmeg  Si«b’uinfd)tiefen  — 

"©  war  SKadjt,  id)  wiinfcbte  mir  ben  £ob. 

25od>  alg  bein  tfug’  id)  fab/  bag  treue, 

25a  flang’g  aug  meiner  ©eele  @runb, 

25af  ®lutf  unb  Jpoffnung  ftd)  erneue, 

25af  fern  nod>  meine  SEobegftunb’. 

SDtit  jebem  8ad>etn  beiner  SDBange 
(Smpfanb  id)  friebtidf)  bcimgefebrt 

(Sin  frig  ©efubi,  oerloren  lange, 

Unb  grieben,  ad),  fo  lang’  entbebrt! 
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’T  was  then  indeed  so  sweet  to  live, 

Hope  look'd  so  new  and  Love  so  kind, 
That,  though  I mourn,  I yet  forgive 
The  ruin  they  have  left  behind. 

I conld  have  lov'd  you  — oh,  so  well!  — 
The  dream,  that  wishing  boyhood  knows, 
Is  but  a bright,  beguiling  spell, 

That  only  lives  while  passion  glows: 

But,  when  this  early  flush  declines, 

When  the  heart's  sunny  morning  fleets, 
You  know  not  then  how  close  it  twines. 
Round  the  first  kindred  soul  it  mcetB. 

Yes,  yes,  I conld  have  lov'd,  as  one 
Who,  while  his  youth's  enchantments  fall, 
Finds  something  dear  to  rest  upon, 

Which  pays  him  for  the  loss  of  all. 
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gurtt>af)r!  ba  war  eg  fcbon,  ju  leben, 
Jpoffnung  fo  neu,  fo  lieb  btc  Sufi, 

25afj  id),  ob  trauernb,  mufj  oergeben, 

2Bag  fte  oenoitjiet  in  ber  58rufl. 

2Bie  fjatt’  irf>  bid)  geliebt  fo  fjeilig!  — 
£>eg  ^naben  ©ef)nfud)ttraum  tterbltibt, 
< Sin  briber  Srug,  nur  allju  eilig, 

©obalb  bie  Seibenfdjaft  tterglitbt: 

Gsrft  rnenn  mit  jenern  buft’gen  ©c&immer 
£)eg  Jjoerjeng  fonn’ger  SOlorgen  fdjwanb, 
UmranBt  eg  eng  unb  feft,  wie  nimraer, 
©ie  erjie  ©eete,  iljm  oerwanbt. 

3d)  f)atte  bid)  geliebt,  tvie  (Siner, 

2)er  nad)  ber  Senjegblutljen  Sob 
(Sin  ^leinob  fanb,  bag,  fujjer,  reiner, 

3l)m  taafenbfad)  @ntfd)db‘gung  bot. 


Digitized  by  Google 


« 


Digitized  by  Google 


LORD  BYRON. 
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Lord  Byron. 


Parisina. 


1. 

It  is  the  honr  when  from  the  boughs 
The  nightingale's  high  note  is  heard; 

It  is  the  hour  when  lovers'  vows 
Seem  sweet  in  every  whisper'd  word; 
And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near. 

Make  music  to  the  lonely  ear. 

Each  dower  the  dews  have  lightly  wet. 
And  in  the  sky  the  stars  are  met, 

And  on  the  wave  is  deeper  blue, 

And  on  the  leaf  a browner  hue, 

And  in  the  heaven  that  clear  obscure, 

So  softly  dark,  and  darkly  pore, 

Which  follows  the  decline  of  day. 

Am  twilight  melts  beneath  the  moon  away. 
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fortr  Ityroit, 

gob.  in  2C£»crt>ccnfbirc  ben  22.  Scmitnr  1788, 
flejt.  ju  SRiffoiungbi  ben  19.  Slprit  1824. 

$P  a v i i i it  a. 


i. 

(§g  ifl  bie  ©tunbe,  wo  97a*tigallf*lag 
JpeUflotenb  tont  aug  buftenbem  Jj?ag, 

■Die  ©tunbe,  wo  ft*  Siebenbe  traut 
Umfangen  mit  bofenbem  gliifterlaut; 

2Bo  fanfter  SEBinbe  wei*e  2BcUcn 
Unb  9Bajfer,  leife  raufeftenbe, 

2)ag  4?erj,  bag  einfam  lauf*enbe, 

93lit  tieblirfjer  SDluftf  bur*fdiweUen ; 

2fuf  f*tummernbe  Blumen  fi'nft  ber  Sljau, 

£>ie  ©terne  griifien  ft*  2(ug’  in  tfug*, 

Unb  tiefer  glanjt  ber  2Bogen  Blau, 

Unb  brauner  farben  ft*  Baum  unb  ©trau*, 

Unb  broben  jener  2)ammerf*ein, 

©o  bunfelbetl,  fo  fanft  unb  rein, 

SBenn  na*  beg  ©onnengolbg  Bergtimmen 

®eg  3^idi*tg  ©trablen  nor  bem  SDlonb  »erf*wimmen. 
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2. 

But  it  is  not  to  list  to  the  waterfall 
That  Parisina  leaves  her  hall, 

And  it  is  not  to  gaze  on  the  heavenly  light 
That  the  lady  walks  in  the  shadow  of  night; 

And  if  she  sits  in  Este's  bower, 

'T  is  not  for  the  sake  of  its  full-blown  flower  — 

She  listens  — but  not  for  the  nightingale  — 

Though  her  ear  expects  as  soft  a tale. 

There  glides  a step  through  the  foliage  thick. 

And  her  cheek  grows  pale  — and  her  heart  beats  quick. 
There  whispers  a voice  through  the  rustling  leaves, 
And  her  blush  returns,  and  her  bosom  heaves: 

A moment  more  — and  they  shall  meet  — 

"T  is  past  — her  lover ’s  at  her  feet. 


3. 

And  what  unto  them  is  the  world  beside, 
With  all  its  change  of  time  aud  tide? 

Its  living  things  — its  earth  and  sky  — 
Are  nothing  to  their  mind  and  eye. 

And  heedless  as  the  dead  are  they 
Of  aught  around,  above,  beneath; 

As  if  all  else  had  pass'd  away, 

They  only  for  each  other  breathe; 
Their  very  sighs  are  full  of  joy 
So  deep,  that  did  it  not  decay, 
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2. 

Sod)  nictit,  um  ju  laufdjen  bem  2BafferfaUe, 

SSritt  g)ariftna  aug  ber  ^>aUc, 

Unb  nid>t,  um  ju  fdjauen  beg  #immelg  9>rad)t, 
Surc&rounbelt  bie  Jperrin  bie  ©fatten  bee  Sftadtt; 

Unb  meilt  fie  in  ©fte’g  2aube  grun, 

Sft’g  nidjt,  um  ju  fdjmelgen  im  Suften  unb  SBltibn  — 
@ie  laufdjt  — bod)  niebt  ber  S'Zadfjtigall  — 

Dbfcbon  fte  ermartet  gleid)  ftifien  ©cball. 

Sort  gteitet  ein  Sritt  burd)  ben  bufd)igen  ©ang, 

St)te  553angen  erbleicben  — ibr  #erj  frfjlagt  bang; 

Surd)  tafc&elnbeg  Saub  ein  gliifiern 

Sbrc  SEBangen  errotben  — it)r  SBufen  maUt: 

(Sin  tfugenblicE  nod)  — unb  fie  merben  ltd)  gru$en  — 
Sa  if*  er  — ibr  SBuble  liegt  ibr  ju  gtifcen. 

3. 

Unb  3Belt  unb  3eit  ftnb  ibnen  oerfcfcoUn 
50tit  aU  ibver  glutben  toecbfelnbem  SRoUn! 

Senn  @rb’  unb  £immel  unb  alleg  Scben 
©inb  Sfticbtg  nor  ibrer  ©ebnfud)t  ©treben. 

©leid)  SSobten  unbeEiimmert  aU, 

SBaS  um  fte,  broben  unb  bienieben, 

2(lg  ob  oerfunEen  ringg  bag  2CU, 

©djopft  (Sing  nur  im  tfnbern  ©liicE  unb  grieben. 
©elbft  ibre  ©eufjer  fdjmeUt  (Snt&uden, 

©o  tiefeg  — miirb’  eg  bauernb  mabren. 
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That  happy  madness  would  destroy 
The  hearts  which  feel  its  fiery  sway: 
Of  guilt,  of  peril,  do  they  deem 
In  that  tumultuous  tender  dream? 

Who  that  have  felt  that  passion's  power, 
Or  paused  or  fear'd  in  such  an  hour? 

Or  thought  how  brief  such  moments  last? 
But  yet  — they  are  already  past! 

Alas!  we  must  awake  before 
We  know  snch  vision  comes  no  more. 


4. 

Writh  many  a lingering  look  they  leave 
The  spot  of  guilty  gladness  past; 

And  though  they  hope,  and  vow,  they  grieve, 
As  if  that  parting  were  the  last. 

The  frequent  sigh  — the  long  embrace  — 

The  lip  that  there  would  cling  for  ever, 
"While  gleams  on  Parisina's  face 
The  Heaven  she  fears  will  not  forgive  her, 
As  if  each  calmly  conscious  star 
Beheld  her  frailty  from  afar  — 

The  frequent  sigh,  the  long  embrace, 

Yet  binds  them  to  their  trysting-place. 

But  it  must  come,  and  they  must  part 
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25et  fel’ge  SDBaljnfinn  miigt’  erbriirfen 
>Die  Jperjen,  brin  folcbe  ®tutf)en  gafjren: 
Unb  ob  fie  benfen  an  gabr  unb  ©#ulb 
3n  biefeg  fufen  SEraumS  tumult? 

SDBet  fuljlte  ber  Siebe  bejaubernbe  SOtacfyt, 
Unb  ^at  mit  93angen  beg  £ieleg  geba#t, 
Unb  trie  fo  flucf>tig  fol#e  ©tunben? 

Unb  bo#  — fie  ft'nb  berettg  entf#wunben ! 
2Dag  Jperj  mug  a# ! et»>a#en,  ef)’$  erfabrt, 
Dag  feineg  Cenjeg  Sraum  nie  wieberfebrt ! 


4. 


8Jlit  jogernben  S3tic?en  bom  Drt  fte  f#eiben 
©#u!bboll  genoffenet  ©eligfeit; 

2ro$  ©#mur  unb  Jpoffen  bo#  boll  2eiben, 

2Hg  f#ieben  fte  fur  alle  3eit. 

(Sin  fietg  erneuteg  ©eufjen  beig, 

Umarmen,  bag  ni#t  ju  enben  weig. 

Die  Sippe,  bie  bort  mb#t’  l)aften  fiir  intmer, 
Snbeg  auf  ^ariftna’g  SfBangen 
Der  Jpimmel  f#eint,  bon  bem  fte  ninttner 
23erjetbung  fur#tel  ju  erlangen, 

2Hg  ob  if)ren  gebl  gef#aut  bon  feme 
■Die  friebli#  fleifenlofen  ©terne  — 

(Sin  enblog  ©eufjen  unb  Umfaffen 
StCiU  nimmet  bom  trauten  Drt  fie  laffen. 

Unb  bo#  mug  Jommen,  tro§  allem  3aubern, 
Der  lefcte  .ftug,  ber  lefctc  ®rug: 

©ie  f#eiben,  alg  ob’g  auf  eroig  mare. 
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In  fearful  heaviness  of  heart, 

With  all  the  deep  and  shuddering  chill 
Which  follows  fast  the  deeds  of  ill. 

5. 

And  Hugo  is  gone  to  his  lonely  bed, 

To  covet  there  another's  bride; 

But  she  must  lay  her  conscious  head 
A husband's  trusting  heart  beside. 

But  fever'd  in  her  sleep  she  seems, 

And  red  her  cheek  with  troubled  dreams, 
And  mutters  she  in  her  nnrest 
A name  she  dare  not  breathe  by  day, 

And  claps  her  Lord  unto  the  breast 
Which  pants  for  one  away: 

And  he  to  that  embrace  awakes, 

And,  happy  in  the  thought,  mistakes 
That  dreaming  sigh,  and  warm  caress, 
For  such  as  he  was  wont  to  bless; 

And  could  in  very  fondness  weep 
O'er  her  who  loves  him  even  in  sleep. 


6. 

He  clasp'd  her  sleeping  to  his  heart, 
And  listened  to  each  broken  word: 

He  hears  — Why  doth  Prince  Azo  start, 
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3n  abnunggbanger  Jperjengfdjmere, 
tOlit  all  bem  tiefen,  eipgen  ©cbaubern, 
2>a^  ftetg  bet  ©tinbe  folget  auf  bem  guff. 


5. 

Unb  Jjbugo  jum  einfamen  S5elte  ft<f>  Bebrt, 

2Bo  lecbjenb  beg  2Cnbern  2Beib  et  begebrt; 

25od>  ©ie  legt  bag  Jpaupt  fo  ftbulbbemufit, 

Tin  it)te$  ©atten  oertrauenbe  ffiruft. 

IDod)  fcbeint  ibr  ©djlummer  fieberbaft, 

3n  unrub&oller  Sraume  Jg>aft 
(Srrotbenb  brennen  ibre  2Bangen, 

3>n  ibrer  Unraft  ©lutb^erlangen 
SJJturmelt  fte  eineg  Sftameng  Caut, 

2)en  fte  fttb  am  Sage  ju  baucben  ntcbt  traut, 

Unb  brtitft  an’g  ^>erj  ibren  (Satten  unb  Jperrn, 
TCn’S  £erj  — bag  ftcb  feljnt  nacb  bem  SSublen  fern: 
Unb  er  ermacbt  son  ibrera  Umarmen 
Unb  bait  in  feligem  2Babn  bie  roarmen 
Ciebfofungen  fur  treu,  gleicb  jenen, 

®ie  oft  geftillt  fein  tieffteg  ©ebnen, 

Unb  mbdjte  »or  inniger  Slubtung  meinen, 

2>aft  felbft  im  ©cblaf  ibr  Jj?e rj  fo  botb  bem  feinen. 


6. 

gurft  2fjo  foft  ber  fdjlafenb  Srauten 
Unb  laufcbet  ibren  gebrocbnen  SJauten: 

(Sr  bort  — mag  macbt  ibn  ftarrn  »or  ©taunen, 

14 


Digitized  by  Google 


As  if  the  Archangel's  voice  he  heard? 

And  well  he  may  — a deeper  doom 
Could  scarcely  thunder  o’er  his  tomb, 

When  he  shall  wake  to  sleep  no  more, 

And  stand  the  eternal  throne  before. 

And  well  he  may  — his  earthly  peace 
Upon  that  sound  is  doom'd  to  cease. 

That  sleeping  whisper  of  a name 
Bespeaks  her  guilt  and  Azo's  shame. 

And  whose  that  name?  that  o'er  his  pillow 
Sounds  fearful  as  the  breaking  billow. 

Which  rolls  the  plank  upon  the  shore, 

And  dashes  on  the  pointed  rock 
The  wretch  who  sinks  to  rise  no  more,  — 

So  came  upon  his  soul  the  shock. 

And  whose  that  name?  't  is  Hugo's,  — his  — 
In  sooth  he  had  not  deem'd  of  this!  — 

'T  is  Hugo's,  — he,  the  child  of  one 
He  loved  — his  own  all-evil  son  — 

The  offspring  of  his  wayward  youth, 

When  he  betray'd  Bianca's  truth, 

The  maid  whose  folly  could  confide 
In  him  who  made  her  not  his  bride. 


7. 

He  pluck'd  his  poniard  in  its  sheath, 

But  sheath'd  it  ere  the  point  was  bare  — 
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THS  fjort’  er  beg  2Bettgerid)tg  ^ofaunen? 

SDSof)l  mag  er  flarrn  — ein  grauferer  ©d)lag 
ifann  bonnern  Baum  ob  feiner  (Sruft, 

SCBenn  einfl  ber  2fuferjtef)unggtag 
83or  ©otteg  emigen  SE&ron  <E>n  ruft; 

9Bot)l  mag  cr  flarrn  — oom  trbifcfjen  grieben 
£at  biefcr  Saut  il)n  auf  cmig  gefdneben. 

©er  9lame,  ben  flujlernb  im  ©djlaf  fie  fprad), 
92ennt  iljre  ©djulb  unb  2fjo’g  ©d)mad). 

Unb  meg  bcr  9lame?  ber  roie  SBranben 
©eg  SDleerg  il)m  brbt)nt  an  gelfenfiranben, 

2Benn  jad)  »om  aufgerannt?n  ©cf)iff 
©er  SEBogenflurj  bie  lenten  ^)lanBen 
SJtit  ©Cnen,  bie  nocb  nid)t  ertranBen, 

3erf<beUt  am  fcflarfgejacBten  Stiff, 

2Bo  fie  oerftnBen  rettungglog  — 

©o  fdjmeftert  in  fein  Jperj  ber  ©tof. 

Unb  meg  ber  StameV  — Jgmgo’g!  — mieV! 
gtirmaftr,  bag  bacf>t’  er  im  SEtaume  nie ! — 

3a,  Jpugo’g!  — (Sc,  ber  Siebe  £inb  — 

©ein  eigner  ©o bn,  rud)log  gefinnt!  — 

©er  ©prowling  feiner  miiflen  3ugenb, 

TBlg  er  oerfubrt  SManca’g  SEugenb, 

©er  SDtaib,  bie  tljoridjt  ifym  pertraut, 

©er  nie  fie  bod)  erfjob  jur  SSraut. 

7. 

(Sr  jiicft  ergrimmt  ben  ©old>,  bod)  ftofit 
3urucB  if)n,  et)’  bie  ©pi§'  entblofjt  — 

in>* 
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Howe'er  unworthy  now  to  breathe, 

He  could  not  slay  a thing  so  fair  — 

At  least,  not  smiling  — sleeping  — there  — 
IVay  more:  — he  did  not  wake  her  then. 

But  gazed  upon  her  with  a glance 
Which,  had  she  roused  her  from  her  trance, 
Had  frozen  her  sense  to  sleep  again  — 

And  o'er  his  brow  the  burning  lamp 
Gleam'd  on  the  dew-drops  big  and  damp. 

She  spake  no  more  — but  still  she  slumber'd  — 
While,  in  his  thought,  her  days  are  number'd. 


8. 

And  with  the  morn  he  sought,  and  found, 

In  many  a tale  from  those  aronnd, 

The  proof  of  all  he  fear'd  to  know, 

Their  present  guilt,  his  future  woe; 

The  long-conniving  damsels  seek 
To  save  themselves,  and  would  transfer 
The  guilt  — the  shame  — the  doom  — to  her 
Concealment  is  no  more  — they  speak 
All  circumstance  which  may  compel 
Full  credence  to  the  tale  they  tell: 

And  Azo's  tortured  heart  and  ear 
Have  nothing  more  to  feel  or  hear. 
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SBte  feljr  fie  aud)  oerroirft  ibr  Ceben, 

(gr  tann  jetfloren  nid)t  burd)  SDtorb 
©o  bolben  SReij  — jumal  nidfot  eben 
©o  frieblid)  lad)elnb  — fdtlummernb  — bort  — 

9tid>t  um  bie  2BeIt:  — er  voedf t fte  nidjt, 

®od)  braut  ob  if)rem  tfngeftd)t 

SJlit  einem  SBItcf,  ber,  roenn  fte  erwadfote, 

$iir  immer  if)r  85Iut  gefrieren  mad)te  — 

Tiuf  feiner  ©tirn  ba6  tfmpeUidbt 
Sn  grogen,  fdfjnnilen  Sropfen  ftdf)  bridbt. 

©te  fpridtt  nid>t  mef)t  — bod)  fd)lummert  nod)  ti'»b  — 
Snbeg  ibre  Sage  gejSblt  fdbon  ftnb. 

8. 

Unb  mit  bem  SJtorgen  fudbt’  er  unb  fanb 
3n  mandjer  (grjabtung,  gleid)  jut  Jpanb, 

23on  atlem,  toaS  er  ju  toiffen  fid)  fdbeut, 

25en  oollen  SBeroeiS  — bag  fdjulbig  93eib’, 

Unb  er  oerbammt  ju  ©d)anb’  unb  8eib. 

&ie  3ofen,  bie  fo  lang  gebtieben 
SJtit  ibrer  Herrin  im  (gin»erfl5nbntg, 

3u  retten  je§t  ben  eignen  ©d>ein, 

Tfuf  9)ariftna  ganj  aUein 

®ie  ©cbulb  — bie  ©djmad)  — bie  ©trafe  fd)ieben: 

©ie  legen  ab  ein  »oU  83e?enntnig, 

Unb  feinen  Umftanb  fte  berbeblen, 

®er  glaubbaft  rnadjt,  n>a§  fte  erjablen: 

Unb  tfjo’S  fdfjnjer  gemarterf  Jg>erj 
Subit  nid)tg  raebt  al$  ben  einen  ©corner). 
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9. 

He  was  not  one  who  brook'd  delay: 
Within  the  chamber  of  his  state, 
fhe  chief  of  hate's  ancient  sway 
l pon  his  throne  of  judgment  sate; 

His  nobles  and  his  guards  are  there,  

Before  him  is  the  sinful  pair; 

Both  young,  — and  one  how  passing  fair! 
With  swordless  belt,  and  fetter'd  hand, 
Oh,  Christ!  that  thus  a son  should  stand 
Before  a father's  face! 
let  thus  must  Hugo  meet  his  sire, 

And  hear  the  sentence  of  his  ire. 

The  tale  of  his  disgrace! 

And  yet  he  seems  not  overcome, 

Although,  as  yet,  his  voice  be  dumb. 


10. 

And  still,  and  pale,  and  silently 
Did  Parisina  wait  her  doom ; 

How  changed  since  last  her  speaking  eye 
Glanced  gladness  round  the  glittering  room, 

M here  high-born  men  w ere  proud  to  wait 

Where  Beauty  watch'd  to  imitate 


Digitized  by  Google 


<$r  war  bet  Sfltann  nicbt  beg  Berjugeg: 

Sm  ©taatggemadje  feiner  Befie 
Bag  Jpaupt  beg  alien  Jpaufeg  @jle 
@a|i  auf  bem  £&ron  beg  Sttditerfprucbeg; 
Urn  ifen  bie  (Sbetn,  bie  2Ba*ef*aar  — 

Bor  ibnt  bag  fd>ulbbelabne  ^)aar; 

3n  ibrer  Sugenbbliitbe  Beibe  — 

Unb  @ie  — wie  fcbon,  jit  ib«n»  Ccibe ! 

(gr  obne  ©diwert,  vnit  gefeffelter  £anb  — 
D S^riflug!  ba§  je  ein  ©obn  fo  fianb 
Bor  feineg  Baterg  5Biict! 

Bocb  fo  rnufj  £ugo  oom  Baterflud) 
Bernebmen  feinen  Urtbeiffprud)/ 

©ein  tobtUcb  ©d)mad)gefd)icE! 

Unb  bodb  — fein  SERutb  fdbcint  ungebdmpft, 
Dbfcbon  er  fiumm  nocb  mit  fid)  Eampft. 


10. 

Unb  fiiU  unb  bleitb,  in  ftummer  Qual 
#arrt  ^ariftna  ibreg  Soofeg; 

2Bie  anberg.  feit  jum  Septennial 
Sbr  2lug’,  ibr  flraljlenb  fummertofeg, 
Bie  J?reub’  im  9>run!faat  ringg  belebte, 
2Bo  J?od)geborne,  ibr  ju  bienen, 

©id)  recbneten  jum  SRubme  — 

2Bo  ©d)6nbeit  nacbjuabmen  jtrebte 
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Her  gentle  voice  — her  lovely  mien  — 

And  gather  from  her  air  and  gait 
The  graces  of  its  queen: 

Then,  — had  her  eye  in  sorrow  wept, 

A thousand  warriors  forth  had  leapt, 

A thousand  swords  had  sheathless  shone, 

And  made  her  quarrel  all  their  own. 

Now,  — what  is  she?  and  what  are  they? 

Can  she  command,  or  these  obey? 

All  silent  and  unheeding  now, 

With  downcast  eyes  and  knitting  brow. 

And  folded  arms,  and  freezing  air, 

And  lips  that  scarce  their  scorn  forbear. 

Her  knights,  and  dames,  her  court  — is  there: 
And  he,  the  chosen  one,  whose  lance 
Had  yet  been  couch'd  before  her  glance, 

Who  — were  his  arm  a moment  free  — 

Had  died  or  gain'd  her  liberty; 

The  minion  of  his  father's  bride,  — 

He,  too,  is  fetter'd  by  her  side; 

Nor  sees  her  swoln  and  fall  eye  swim 
Less  for  her  own  despair  than  him: 

Those  lids  — o’er  which  the  violet  vein 
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©er  Jjberrin  bulbig  fufe  SPtienen 
©er  ^olben  ©timrne  3auber!lang  — 

2Bo  Seber  frob  ju  fculbigen  rang 
©er  2(nmutb  fdjonfler  SBlume: 

25  a — f)atte  ibr  2(uge  geroeint  in  8eib, 

SDBobl  Saufenb  mdren  aufgefprungen, 

SBobl  taufenb  ©cftmerter  waren  gefd&roungen, 

3u  ©d&ug  unb  SBebr  in  ibrent  ©treit. 

3 e $ t — n>a6  ftnb  jene?  ma$  ifl  fte? 

Jfann  fte  befeblen  — geborcben  bie? 

©leic&guUig  jefct,  nerdcbtlidj  fdtroeigenb, 

©ie  SBlidfe  ftnfler  ju  SBoben  neigenb, 

©tirnrunjetnb,  mit  »erf<brdnften  2(rmen, 

SDtit  frofligen  SDlienen  obn’  (Srbarmen, 

9Jtit  8ippen,  bie  faum  ben  Jpofjn  tterbergen, 

©tef)n  Slitter  unb  ©amen,  unb  felbfl  bie  ©Bergen : 
Unb  er,  ber  (Srmdblte,  beffen  8anje 
9Rod>  ie§t  nor  ibrer  2fugen  ©lanje 
23erebrunge>t>olI  ftd)  fenfen  murbe, 

©er  — fonnt’  er  feiner  Sfeffelburbe 
2Cuf  2(ugenbIicSe  Iebig  fein  — 

S3orfprange  fubn,  fein  8ieb  ju  befrein, 

S3erlor’  er  au<b  Seben  unb  8eib; 

©em  ftcb  geweibt  feineS  S3ater6  2Beib  — 

2(udj  er  ifl  gefeffelt  an  ibrer  ©eite; 

(Sr  ftebt  ib*  fcbwimmenb  2fuge  nidjt, 

©ag  leibgefcbwollne,  »oUe,  roeite, 

©aS  mebr  nerjroeifelt  nocb  um  ibn, 

2(16  um  be$  eignen  2Beb’6  (Sewicbt: 

©ie  8iber,  bur<$  bie  bie  2Cbem  jiebn 
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Wandering,  leaves  a tender  stain, 
Shining  throngh  the  smoothest  white 
That  e'er  did  softest  kiss  invite  — 
Now  seem'd  with  hot  and  livid  glow 
To  press,  not  shade,  the  orbs  below; 
Which  glance  so  heavily,  and  fill. 

As  tear  on  tear  grows  gathering  still. 


11. 

And  he  for  her  had  also  wept, 

But  for  the  eyes  that  on  him  gazed: 

His  sorrow,  if  he  felt  it,  slept; 

Stern  and  erect  his  brow  was  raised. 
Whate'er  the  grief  his  soul  avow'd. 

He  would  not  shrink  before  the  crowd; 

But  yet  he  dared  not  look  on  her: 
Remembrance  of  the  hours  that  were  — 

His  guilt  — his  love  — his  present  state  — 
His  father's  wrath  — all  good  men's  hate  — • 
His  earthly,  his  eternal  fate  — 

And  hers,  — oh,  hers!  — he  dared  not  throw 
One  look  upon  that  deathlike  brow! 

Else  had  his  rising  heart  betray'd 
Remorse  for  all  the  wreck  it  made. 
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2flg  jftrter,  oeilcbenblauer  ©cbatten, 

©ag  tt?etcf>fle  SBeifi  burdileud'tenb  rein, 

©ag  je  iu  fanfteftem  .ftufj  tub  ein  — 

©ie  fdrienen  je§t,  bie  glubenben,  matten, 

©ag  2Cuge  ju  brtitfen  unb  nirfit  ju  befcbatten, 
©ag  fd)tt>eren  S3lirfeg  fdjroillt  unb  fdnuiUt, 
2Bie  Sbrane  JU  Sf)rane  fietg  macbfenb  quiUt. 


11. 

Unb  er  aud)  fjatt’  um  fie  geweint, 

©od)  — Mer  SBlict  auf  if)n  geroanbt  — 

9?icf>t  eine  S^ran’  ifjn  tibermannt; 

©ein  Summer,  rnenn  er  folcben  fuftlt, 

3urutfgebrangt  ju  fcbtummern  fdbeint 
3luf  feiner  ©tirn,  ernft,  troljsig  firenge. 

2Bie  tief  aud)  ©ram  fein  d?erj  burcferou^It, 

(Sr  mill  nid)t  jittern  nor  ber  SDtenge: 

9Zur  barf  er  blicfen  nicftt  nad)  3>bt: 

(Srinn’rung  an  aU  fein  ©hicE,  bag  bier 
tfuf  (Srben  nerfunEcn  rettungglog  — 

Die  ©cbulb  — fein  Cieben  — bie  ©egemuart  gra§  — 
©eg  33aterg  3?lud)  — ber  ©uten  4?af  — 

©ein  irbifdjeg,  fein  eroigeg  8oog  — 

Unb  ibreg!  — ad)  i£)re§ ! — er  bat  bag  dberj  nid)t 
3u  einem  95licE  nad)  jener  SSobtbleicben! 

©ie  ©eete  jroange  fonft  ben  ©tbmerj  nid>t 
Unb  roiirbe  fdjmeltenb  ftd)  erroeidjen, 

©er  SReue  Qualen  einjugeftebn 

Um  aU  bie  23ernniftung,  burd)  fie  gefd>ebn. 
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12. 

And  Azo  spake:  — ,,Bnt  yesterday 
1 gloried  in  a wife  and  sou; 

That  dream  this  morning  pass'd  away; 

Ere  day  declines,  I shall  have  none. 

My  life  most  linger  on  alone ; 

Well,  — let  that  pass,  — there  breathes  not  one 
Who  would  not  do  as  I have  done: 

Those  ties  are  broken  — not  by  me; 

Let  that  too  pass;  — the  doom's  prepared! 
Hugo,  the  priest  awaits  on  thee, 

And  then  — thy  crime's  reward! 

Away!  address  thy  prayers  to  Heaven, 

Before  its  evening  stars  are  met  — 

Learn  if  thou  there  canst  be  forgiven; 

Its  mercy  may  absolve  thee  yet. 

But  here,  upon  the  earth  beneath, 

There  is  no  spot  where  thou  and  I 
Together,  for  an  hour,  could  breathe: 

Farewell ! I will  not  see  thee  die  — 

But  thou,  frail  thing!  shalt  view  his  head  — 
Away!  I cannot  speak  the  rest: 

Go!  woman  of  the  wanton  breast; 

IVot  I,  but  thou  his  blood  dost  shed: 

Go!  if  that  sight  thou  canst  outlive, 

And  joy  thee  in  the  life  I give.“ 
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Unb  tfjo  farad):  //Stod)  gejlern  war 

sjJlein  Sftubm  unb  ©tolj  ein  SDBcib,  ein  ©obn; 

Jjpeut  SJlorgen  ifl  ber  SEraum  entflobn, 

SSor  tfbenb  bin  id>  S3eibet  baar. 

SSereinfamt  mup  id)  jlebn  fortan; 

®ut  — mag  eg  fein  — eg  lebt  bein  Sftann, 
©er  anberg  banbeln  miirb’,  alg  id) : 

©ie  ^eil’gen  S3anbe  finb  nernid)tet 
gur  immer  — wabrlid)  nid)t  burd)  mid); 
0tid)tg  mebr  banon  — aud)  bag  mag  fein;  — 
®ag  SSlutgerufi  ift  fdjon  erridbtet! 

Jpugo  ber  $)riefier  barwt  bein, 

Unb  bann  — beg  grenelg  2obn! 

Jjj>inweg!  unb  fief)  jum  d>immelgtbron, 

@f)’  bort  im  SBcfien  bie  ©onne  fcbwinbet  — 
S3ielleid)t  ba|j  O5ott  erboret  bid£>, 

Unb  ©nabe  beine  ©eete  ftnbet. 

®od)  bier,  auf  biefem  ©rbenrunbe. 

Sift  nirgenb  Staum  fiir  bid)  unb  mid)/ 

S3ereint  ju  atbmen  eine  ©tunbe: 

Sebwobl!  id)  wiU  nid)t  febn  bein  Qjnbe  — 
©od),  galfcbe!  bu,  fa  treu  geglaubt, 

©u  faUft  eg  fdjauen,  wie  fein  Jjbaupt  — 
Jpinweg!  mir  graut,  bajj  id)  noUenbe: 

©el)!  2Beib  ber  lufcern  fdmoben  ©tutb; 

5flid)t  id),  nut  bu  t>ergie§efl  fein  SBlut: 

.ftannft  bu  ben  Tlnblid  iiberteben, 

©eb,  unb  genie^e  mein  ©efdjenf,  beg  Seben/' 


And  here  stern  Azo  hid  his  face  — 

For  on  his  brow  the  swelling  vein 
Throbb'd  as  if  back  upon  his  brain 
The  hot  blood  ebb'd  and  flow'd  again; 
And  therefore  bow'd  he  for  a space, 

And  pass'd  his  shaking  hand  along 
His  eye,  to  veil  it  from  the  throng; 
While  Hugo  raised  his  chained  hands, 
And  for  a brief  delay  demands 
His  father's  ear:  the  silent  sire 
Forbids  not  what  his  words  require. 


,,It  is  not  that  1 dread  the  death  — 

For  thou  hast  seen  me  by  thy  side 
All  redly  through  the  battle  ride. 

And  that  not  once  a useless  brand 
Thy  slaves  have  wrested  from  my  hand 
Hath  shed  more  blood  in  cause  of  thine, 
Than  e'er  can  stain  the  axe  of  mine; 

Thou  gav'st,  and  may’st  resume  my  breath, 
A gift  for  which  I thank  thee  not; 

Nor  are  my  mother's  wrongs  forgot, 
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13. 

Unb  !)ier  barg  2(50  bie  jurnenbe  ©tirn  — 
®enn  i&rer  fcfymeUenben  2Cber n SSlut 
JUopft’  in  fieberf)eifier  ©lull), 

2(11  ob  el  riicfmdrtl  i&m  in’l  Jpirn 
SSranbenb  quolT  in  @bb'  unb  glutf); 
JDrum  bog  er  fid)  furje  3eit  ooriiber 
Unb  betfte  bie  Jpanbe,  bte  leife  bebenben, 
>Den  btifler  gliit)enben  2(ugen  liber, 

©ie  ju  nerbtiUen  nor  ben  Umgebenben; 
Unb  #ugo  bebt  bie  Jpanb  in  geffeltt, 
ffiegebrt  auf  furje  grift  ju  feffeln 
25el  SSaterl  Df)r:  unb  2Cjo  fcbweigt, 

3um  3eicben,  baft  er  bem  2Bunfd)  geneigt. 


„92idjt,  baf  ber  Sob  mid)  mad)te  beben  — 
£>u  fabfl  mid)  oftmall,  bit  jur  ©eiten, 
2(Ublutbefpri§t  burd)  ©d)lad)ten  reiten; 

JDer  glamberg,  ben  im  Jfampfelbrang 
3d)  anberl  nimmer  all  fiegreid)  fdjroang, 

Unb  ben  mir  jefct  entrang  betn  Srofi, 

SQlebr  SSlut  in  beinem  ©treit  oergofj, 

2(11  je  bal  SBeil  oermag  ju  farben 
S3on  meinem  SBlut  im  ©terben: 

3Du  gabft  unb  magfi  mir  entjiebn  bal  Ceben, 
gur  bal  id)  nimmer  2)anE  bir  jolle; 

S^od>  ftnb  nergeffen  meinem  ©rolle 
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Her  slighted  love  and  rain'd  name. 

Her  offspring's  heritage  of  shame; 

But  she  is  in  the  grave,  where  he. 

Her  son,  thy  rival,  soon  shall  be. 

Her  broken  heart  — my  sever'd  head  — 

Shall  witness  for  thee  from  the  dead 
How  trusty  and  how  tender  were 
Thy  youthful  love  — paternal  care. 

'T  is  true  that  I have  done  thee  wrong  — 

But  wrong  for  wrong:  — this,  deem'd  thy  bride, 
The  other  victim  of  thy  pride, 

Thou  kiiow'st  for  me  was  destined  long. 

Thou  saw'st,  and  coveted'st  her  charms  — 

And  with  thy  very  crime  — my  birth, 

Thou  taunted'st  me  — as  little  worth ; 

A match  ignoble  for  her  arms. 

Because,  forsooth,  I could  not  claim 
The  lawful  heirship  of  thy  name, 

IVor  sit  on  Este's  lineal  throne: 

Yet,  were  a few  short  summers  mine, 

My  name  should  more  than  Este's  shine 
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Set  SDtutter  unberbiente  itrdnBung, 

£)ie  Srug=get6ften  Siebegbanbe, 

Unb  ibreg  9lameng  ©cbmadbberfenBung, 

Unb  ibreg  ©obng  embte  ©cbanbe; 

25od)  fte  rubt  langfi  in  Biifjler  @rbe, 

3Bobin  in  Jturjem  id),  ibr  <3obn, 

2)ein  9lebenbubler,  folgen  roerbe. 

«Olein  Jpaupt  unb  i£)r  gebrocbneg  ^erj 
©<brei’n  auf  bom  ©rabe  bintmelmcirtg, 
§8ejeugenb  laut  bor  ©otteg  &bron, 

2Bie  rein  bein  Cieben  mar  bon  ©d)ulb, 

2Bie  jartlidb  beine  SBaterbutb. 

2Bobl  mabr,  id)  ba&e  bid)  gefcbanbet  — 

2)od)  ©cbanb’  urn  ©djanbe:  — biefe  l)ier, 

£>ie  bor  ber  2Bett  bein  2Beib  big  beute, 

©ie,  beineg  ©toljeg  jmeite  S3eute, 

©ie  ^dtte  langfi/  bu  meifit  eg,  mir 
3b*  Sieben  jugemenbet. 

®u  fabeji  fte,  unb  boll  SBegierbe 
9tad)  ibrer  monnigen  Seibegjierbe, 
SBranbmarBtefi  bu  ben  eignen  ©obn 
SSJiit  ber  ©eburt  — bie  bein  33erbrecben, 
Unb^nannteft  mid)  mit  ©cbimpf  unb  Jjoobn 
Unmertb,  fo  eble  girudit  ju  bredjen; 

Unb  roatum  biefen  fdmoben  Sannfprud)  ? 

2Beil  idb  gefe^lid)  Beinen  ilnfprud) 
tfuf  beinen  Xiamen  Bonnt’  erbeben, 

Stod)  je  nad)  (Sfie’g  SSbrone  fireben: 

2)od)  maren  nur  menige  ©ontmer  mein, 

SDlein  9iame  foUt'  in  Ucbterem  ©cbein, 

1!) 
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With  honours  all  my  own. 

I had  a sword  — and  have  a breast 
That  should  have  won  as  haught  a crest 
As  ever  waved  along  the  line 
Of  all  these  sovereign  sires  of  thine. 

Not  always  knightly  spurs  are  worn 
The  brightest  by  the  better  born; 

And  mine  have  lanced  my  courser's  flank 
Before  proud  chiefs  of  princely  rank, 
When  charging  to  the  cheering  cry 
Of  „E8te  and  of  Victory !“ 

I will  not  plead  the  cause  of  crime, 

Nor  sue  thee  to  redeem  from  time 
A few  brief  hours  or  days  that  must 
At  length  roll  o'er  my  reckless  dust;  — 
Such  maddening  moments  as  my  past, 
They  could  not,  and  they  did  not,  last. 
Albeit  my  birth  and  name  be  base. 

And  thy  nobility  of  race 
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2CII  ©fte’l  ganj  ©efdjlecbt,  ftdj  jeigen 
Sn  Gslmen,  all  mein  eigen. 

3d)  i)att’  ein  ©*mert  — unb  Ijabe  nod) 

5Den  alten  SJtutf)  — mof)l  t)att'  id)  balb 
®ie  Jpelmjier  ganj  fo  ftolj  unb  f)ocf> 

©etragen  unter  eignen  $af)nen, 

2CII  ;e  »om  ©turnout  fie  gemaUt 
2ftl  beiner  3;urften=2(f)nen. 

€Ritf>t  immer  fiifyrt,  met  f)od)geboren, 

2Cm  ritterXidbficn  feine  ©poren; 

Unb  meine  l)aben  oft  im  ^rieg 
£)en  ftoljen  giirften  meit  borauf 
©etrieben  meinel  StofTel  Jpuf, 

SDBenn  mut^ig  im  geftrecften  2auf 
3um  tfngriff  f*oll  ber  froi)e  Sftuf: 

„giir  ©fte’l  Stuljm  unb  ©ieg!"  — 

2Bal  id)  berbrad)  — el  ift  gefd)ef)n, 

3d)  murb’  el  nie  befdbonigen  mollen; 

9tod)  mill  id)  fiic  mein  Ceben  flel)n 
Urn  ©tunben  — mufj  ja  bod)  bie  3?*t 
3utefct  ob  meiner  3eitlic6Eeit 
©mpftnbungllofem  ©taube  roUen;  — 

©old)  feligen  SOSabnftnnl  SBonnefcbciuer, 

2Bie  no*  bor  Jturjem  id)  empfunben, 

©ie  Bonnten  nimmer  fein  bon  SDauer, 

©ie  mufjten  fcbminben  — ftnb  gefcbmunben. 

Sfi  aud)  mein  S^ame  fd)le*t  unb  nieber, 

Unb  bie  ©eburt  ni*t  rein  bon  3abel, 

Unb  lief  el  beinem  ©tolj  jumiber, 

9Jlt t beinel  Soften  ©tammel  2lbel 

19* 
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Disdain'd  to  deck  a thing  like  me  — 

Yet  in  my  lineaments  they  trace 
Some  features  of  my  father's  face, 

And  in  my  spirit  — all  of  thee. 

From  thee  — this  tamelessness  of  heart  — 
From  thee  — nay,  wherefore  dost  thou  start? 
From  thee  in  all  their  vigour  came 
My  arm  of  strength,  my  soul  of  flame  — 

Thou  didst  not  give  me  life  alone, 

But  all  that  made  me  more  thine  own, 

See  what  thy  guilty  love  hath  done! 

Repaid  thee  with  too  like  a son! 

I am  no  bastard  in  my  soul. 

For  that,  like  thine,  abhorr’d  control: 

And  for  my  breath,  that  hasty  boon 
Thou  gav'st  and  wilt  resume  so  soon, 

I valued  it  no  more  than  thou, 

When  rose  thy  casque  above  thy  brow, 

And  we;  all  side  by  side,  have  striven, 

And  o'er  the  dead  our  coursers  driven: 

The  past  is  nothing  — and  at  last 
The  future  can  but  be  the  past, 

Yet  w ould  I that  I then  had  died: 

For  though  thou  work'dst  my  mother's  ill, 
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3u  fdjmutfen  ein  ©efdiopf  mie  mid)  — 
Sod)  jeigt  mein  tfntlilj  jur  ©eniige 
23or  aller  2Belt  beg  83aterg  3uge, 

Unb  aU  mein  ©eifi  bejeugt  — nur  bid) : 
SSon  bir  — bieg  #erj,  bag  ungefuge, 

S3on  bit  — mag  jucffi  bu?  — ja,  son  bir 
^am  mir  in  ungefdjmacbter  J?raft 
Seg  2lrmeg  9JlarE,  bie  2eibenfd)aft, 

S3on  bir  bie  glammenfeele  mein  — 

9tid)t  nur  bag  2eben  gabfl  bu  mir, 

2lud)  bag,  moburd)  id)  mel)r  nod)  bein. 

@ief)  beiner  ftinb’gen  2iebe  2obn! 

Sid)  ftraft  ein  bir  ju  gleicfeet  @of)n! 

2>d)  bin  Eein  Saftarb  im  ©emutl), 

Senn  biefeg,  gleid)  bem  beinen,  fpriifjt 
33erad)tung  gegen  jeben  £mang: 

Unb  mag  mein  SBlut  betrifft,  mein  2eben, 
Sag  bu  brunfll)afti9  mir  gegeben 
Unb  mir  gemabrft  nid)t  alljulang, 

3d)  fd>lug  fo  freubig  eg  in  bie  (Sdjanje 
2Bie  bu,  menn  bod)  bu  bie  mud)tige  2anje, 
©efdjmungen  jum  milben  2Baffentanje, 

Unb  mir  geBdmpft  mit  oereinten  ©treidjen 
Unb  unfre  3toffe  gefpornt  itber  2 eidfjen: 

©in  9lid)tg  ift  jene  fdjone  3cit  — 

Unb  aud)  bie  3uEunft  mufj  jule|t 
SSerrinnen  jur  Sergangenbeit; 

Unb  bod)  — o,  mar’  id)  b a geftorben; 

Senn  ob  bu  tobtlid)  aud)  oerle^t 
Ser  Gutter  £erj  unb  bir  gemorben 


Digitized  by  Google 


294 


Ami  made  thy  own  my  destined  bride, 
1 feel  thou  art  my  father  still ; 

And,  harsh  as  sounds  thy  hard  decree, 
’T  is  not  unjust,  although  from  thee. 
Begot  in  sin,  to  die  in  shame, 

My  life  beguu  and  ends  the  same: 

As  err'd  the  sire,  so  err'd  the  son, 

And  thou  must  punish  both  in  one. 

My  crime  seems  worst  to  human  view, 
But  God  must  judge  between  us  two!“ 


14. 

He  ceased  — and  stood  with  folded  arms, 

On  which  the  circling  fetters  sounded; 

And  not  an  ear  but  felt  as  wounded, 

Of  all  the  chiefs  that  there  were  rank’d. 
When  those  dull  chains  in  meeting  clank'd. 
Till  Parisina's  fatal  charms 
Again  attracted  every  eye  — 

Would  she  thus  hear  him  doom'd  to  die ! 

She  stood,  1 said,  all  pale  and  still, 

The  living  cause  of  Hugo's  ill: 

Her  eyes  unmoved,  but  full  and  wide, 

Not  once  had  turn'd  to  either  side  — 

Nor  once  did  those  sweet  eyelids  close, 

Or  shade  the  glance  o'er  which  they  rose, 
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£>ie  93raut,  bie  mein  — itf>  fuf)Ie  nod), 

£>u  bift  mein  33aler  bod) ; 

Unb  Elingt  betn  ©prucf)  aud)  fdmeibenb  l)erbe, 

(Sr  ifi  nid)t  ungered)t,  menngleid) 

2)er  33atermunb  ibn  mir  berEunbigt. 

3n  ©d>ulb  gejeugt,  in  ©d)mad)  id)  fletbe, 

Bern  3fnfang  ift  bag  (Snbe  gleid): 

Unb  mie  bet  SSatet  einft  geftinbigt, 

©o  aud)  bet  ©of)n,  unb  brid)fl  bu  SBeiben 
2)en  ©tab  im  ©trafgerid)t  beg  (Sinen. 

(Sin  2Cbfd)eu  fencin’  id)  jebem  Steinen, 

25od)  sroifdjen  ung  — mu{j  ©ott  entfdjeiben!" 

14. 

(Sr  fdbmieg  — unb  fd)lug  bie  ^tm’  in’g  .ftreuj, 
2Cn  benen  taut)  bie  Sfeffeln  fdjmirrten; 

Unb  tief  berwunbenb  big  in’g  SJJtarE 
2)urcbjucEt  eg  ringg  bie  Slitter  fiarf, 

2Clg  bumpf  bie  J?etten  sufammenEUrrten : 

S3ig  sparift'na’g  unfeliger  Steij 
£)ie  tfugen  2£tter  mieber  bannt  — 

SOlug  fo  fie  fein  Urtfjeil  boren,  o £eib! 

©ie  flanb  tobtbteid),  in  flummer  SSebrangnifj, 
23er  lebenbe  ©runb  bon  J£>ugo’g  S3erf)angni£: 
3br  2Cuge  ftarr,  bodi  boll  unb  meit, 

(Sg  b^ttC/  im  Seeren  feftgebannt, 

9lid)t  einmat  feitmartg  fid)  gemanbt, 

Stid)t  einmal  fanEen  bie  ftifien  8iber 
SBefcbattenb  auf  bie  ©terne  nieber. 
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But  round  their  orbs  of  deepest  blue 
The  circling  white  dilated  grew  — 

And  there  with  glassy  gaze  she  stood 
As  ice  were  in  her  curdled  blood; 

But  every  now  and  then  a tear 
So  large  and  slowly  gather'd  slid 
From  the  long  dark  fringe  of  that  fair  lid. 
It  was  a thing  to  see,  not  hear! 

And  those  who  saw,  it  did  surprise, 

Such  drops  could  fall  from  human  eyes. 

To  speak  she  thought  — the  imperfect  note 
Was  choked  within  her  swelling  throat. 

Yet  seem'd  in  that  low  hollow  groan 
Her  whole  heart  gushing  in  the  tone. 

It  ceased  — again  she  thought  to  speak. 
Then  burst  her  voice  in  one  long  shriek, 
And  to  the  earth  she  fell  like  stone 
Or  statue  from  its  base  o’erthrown, 

More  like  a thing  that  ne'er  had  life,  — 

A monument  of  Azo's  wife,  — 

Than  her,  that  living  guilty  thing, 

Whose  every  passion  was  a stiug, 

Which  urged  to  guilt,  but  could  not  bear 
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Unb  um  bie  -ftreife  tiefjten  SSlau’g 
©tetg  weiter  fpannte  bag  Sffieig  ft*  aug  — 
©a  ftanb  fte,  glaftgen  SBlicfg,  im  £reig, 
7iU>  mar’  ibr  SBtut  geronnen  in  gig; 

9tur  bann  unb  mann  gtitt  cine  3abre, 

@o  grog,  fo  langfam  porgequolten, 

2fug  bunfetn  3Bimpern,  ubernoUen  — 

D,  bag  eg  ju  befdjreiben  toare ! 

Unb  bie  eg  fabn  mit  .^erjengElopfen, 
grftaunten  2tUe,  bag  fot*e  SEropfen 
Tfug  OJtenfcbenaugen  Egnnten  rollen. 

©ie  tpoltte  fyre*en  — bo*  gebro*en 
©ie  Saute  ftodten,  ungefpro*en, 
grfticfenb  in  ber  f*tt>eUenben  .Reble; 

©o*  ibre  ganje,  ooUe  ©eete 

©*ien  mit  bem  boljlen,  bumpfen  ©tobnen 

©id)  augjufturjen  in  ben  SEonen. 

gg  f*vpfeg  — no*  einmal  bub  fie  an, 

©ann  bra*  ltd)  ibre  ©timme  SSabn 

3n  e i n e m 2Cuff*rei,  tang  unb  geU, 

Unb  nieber  ft'el  if>r  jarter  Seib, 

©o  fteif,  alg  ob  er  aug  ©tein  gebaun, 
SDfcebr  einer  ©tatue  glei*  ju  f*aun, 

©ie  nieberbra*  Pont  ^ufgejieU  — 

Sin  DJtonument  Pon  Ttio’g  SBeib  — 

2Clg  ienem  SEBefen  Poll  ©*utb  unb  Seben, 
©eg’  tieffie  Sieb’  ein  ftinbig  ©treben, 

©em  jjebe  gltibenbe  8eibenfd)aft 

gin  ©ta*el  geroefen  ju  ©*ulbbefledung, 

©o*  ni*t  ju  tragen  batte  Jlraft 
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That  guilt's  detection  and  despair. 

But  yet  she  lived  — and  all  too  soon 
Recover'd  from  that  death-like  swoon  — 

But  scarce  to  reason  — every  sense 
Had  been  o'erstrung  by  pangs  intense; 

And  each  frail  fibre  of  her  brain 
(As  bowstrings,  when  relax’d  by  rain, 

The  erring  arrow  launch  aside) 

Sent  forth  her  thoughts  all  wild  and  wide  — 
The  past  a blank,  the  future  black, 

With  glimpses  of  a dreary  track, 

Like  lightning  on  the  desert  path, 

When  midnight  storms  are  mustering  wrath. 
She  fear'd  — she  felt  that  something  ill 
Lay  on  her  soul,  so  deep  and  chill  — 

That  there  was  sin  and  shame  she  knew  ; 
That  some  one  was  to  die  — but  who? 

She  had  forgotten;  — did  she  breathe? 

Could  this  be  still  the  earth  beneath. 

The  sky  above,  and  men  around; 

Or  were  they  fiends  w ho  now  so  frown'd 
On  one,  before  whose  eyes  each  eye 
Till  then  had  smiled  in  sympathy? 
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£)er  ©djulb  23erjroeiflung  unb  (Sntbecfung. 
£>od)  lebt  fte  nod)  — unb  ad)!  erroadjt, 

3n  nur  ju  frtifjer  ttufermecfung, 

2tud  jener  tobtengleidten  9tad)t  — 

£>o d)  faurn  ju  odlligem  23erflanb  — 

Gsd  f)atte  tieffie  Q.ual  gefpannt 
3fU  iljre  ©innen  iiberflraff ; 

Unb  aud  bent  Sibe^matten  £irn 
(2Bie  meit  oom  3i«l  bie  $)feile  fdnoirrn 
23on  93ogenfel)nen  regenfdtlaff) 

Qcntfturjen  jiellod,  toilb  unb  n?xrr 
St) r bie  ©ebanfen,  roal)nft'nndirr  — 
33ergangent)eit  ein  leered  S3latt, 

2Me  3«funft  fd)tuarj,  nur  fal)l  unb  matt 
2lufbli$enb  eine  graufe  ©pur, 

2Bie  2Better(eud)ten  auf  dber  Slur 
$8e i nddjtiger  ©tiirme  3ornedbraufen. 

©ie  fiird)tet  — fiiblt  mit  eiftgem  ©raufen, 
®af  etwad  Untjeilfcbroangred  frfnuer 
Unb  bumpf  auf  tfjrer  ©eele  laftet  — 

©ie  weifj,  baf  Semanb,  fd)ulbbelaflet, 

Sn  ©djanbe  fierben  foil  — bod)  voer  ? 

©te  f)at  ed  oergeffen:  — ifi’d  ein  Sraum? 
3ft  biefed  nod)  ber  (Srbenraum  ? 

©inb  bort  bed  Jjmnmcld  Stegionen? 

Unb  ft'nb  ed  93tenfd)en,  ober  2>amonen, 

3Die  bort  fo  fait,  Poll  Jpoftn  unb  3om, 

2fuf  fte  l)ernieberfd)aun  — auf  fte, 

£>er  fonft  bed  2dd)elnd  ©pmpatl)ie 
23on  2Cnbrer  ttugen  fef)ltc  nie? 
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All  was  confused  and  undefined 
To  her  all-jarr'd  and  wandering  mind; 

A chaos  of  wild  hopes  and  fears: 

And  now  in  laughter,  now  in  tears. 

But  madly  still  in  each  extreme, 

She  strove  with  that  convulsive  dream; 
For  so  it  seem'd  on  her  to  break: 

Oh  ! vainly  must  she  strive  to  wake! 


15. 


The  Convent  bells  are  ringing, 

But  mournfully  and  slow; 

In  the  grey  square  turret  swinging, 

"With  a deep  sound,  to  and  fro. 

Heavily  to  the  heart  they  go! 

Hark!  the  hymn  is  singing  — 

The  song  for  the  dead  below, 

Or  the  living  who  shortly  shall  be  so! 

For  a departing  being's  soul 

The  death-hymn  peals  and  the  hollow  bells  knoll: 
He  is  near  his  mortal  goal ; 

Kneeling  at  the  Friar's  knee: 

Sad  to  hear  — and  piteous  to  sec  — 

Kneeling  on  the  bare  cold  ground, 
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25o§  2fU,  gefialtloS  unb  nerroorrn, 

©in  roiifiet*  ©baoS  obne  ©cbranBen 
23on  roilbem  #offen,  giirdjten,  Breift  eS 
23 or  ifjreS  tiefjergellten  ©eifieS 
Mbaltloi  fcbroeifenben  ©ebanBen: 

SBalb  roeinenb  unb  balb  lacbenb  roilb, 
®od?  irr  in  SEbranen  rote  im  Sacben, 
Sdingt  Brampfbaft  fie,  ftcb  8uft  ju  macben 
2Cu6  biefent  Siebertraumgebilb; 

25enn  fo  fcbien  fte’6  ju  iiberbr  ingen: 

®odf>  adO ! umfonft  ifl  all  i^r  SRingen  — 
2lu$  biefem  £raum  ift  Bein  ©rroacben  ! 


15. 

$Die  .ftlofterglocEen  Blingen, 

IDocb  trauemolt  unb  bang, 

3m  grauen  SEburme  fcbroingen 
<Sie  ftcb  mit  bumpfem  .ftlang. 
tfbnunglfcbroer  an’$  J£>erj  ft'e  bringen! 
#ort  bie  Jgtpmne  ftngen ! 

JDen  2Cbgefcbiebnen  tont  ber  ©ang 
Unb  £)enen  auf  bem  lenten  ©ang! 

©6  gilt  ber  ©eel’  eineS  ©cbeibenben  beut 
2)er  SEobtenbbmne  SDMobie, 

®er  bumpfen  ©locBen  ©rabgelaut: 

Sbm  fcblug  bie  le§te  ©tunbe. 

@r  Bniet  nor  einet>  SOtoncbeS  .Knie : 

Sraurig  $u  bbren  — ein  Sammer  ju  febn  — 
©r  Bniet  auf  Battem  ©runbe; 
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With  the  block  before  and  the  guards  around  — 
And  the  headman  with  his  bare  arm  ready, 

That  the  blow  may  be  both  swift  and  steady, 
Keels  if  the  axe  be  sharp  aud  true  — 

Since  he  set  its  edge  anew: 

While  the  crowd  in  a speechless  circle  gather 
To  see  the  Son  fall  by  the  doom  of  the  Father! 


16. 


It  is  a lovely  hour  as  yet 
Before  the  summer  sun  shall  set, 
W'hich  rose  upon  that  heavy  day, 
And  mock'd  it  with  his  steadiest  ray; 
And  his  evening  beams  are  shed 
Full  on  Hugo's  fated  head, 

As  his  last  confession  pouring 
To  the  monk,  his  doom  deploring 
In  penitential  holiness, 

He  bends  to  hear  his  accents  bless 
With  absolution  such  as  may 
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83or  it)m  ber  58tod  unb  ber  J&enfcr  fleDn, 
Bie  3Bad)en  in  ber  SRunbe.  — 

Ber  S?en Bcr,  entblofjten  3frml,  fiifytt  nad), 
— Bag  rafdi  unb  ftd>er  fei  bet  ©cfjlag  — 
Ob  fcbarf  fein  23eit,  unb  fefi  ber  ©riff, 
©eit  er  jutefct  bie  ©djneibe  fdjliff: 

Snbeg  ber  SJtenge 
Bidbtel  ©ebrdnge 
©pracblol  im  £reife  ft'd)  fd)id>tet, 

SDtit  bumpfem  ©raun 
Ben  Sob  ju  fdjaun 
Bel  ©of)nl,  ben  ber  SSater  gerid)tet! 


16. 

©I  iff  unb  war  bem  Jjoerjen  immet 
Bie  tieblid)  friebenoollfle  ©tunbe, 
SBeoor  am  listen  Jpimmellrunbe 
S3erftnft  ber  ©ommerfonne  ©dummer, 
Bie,  leudbfenb  jenem  Sag  ber  Qual, 
3f)n  botint  mit  intern  beUjfen  ©traf)t ; 
Unb  boU  iftrel  Tfbenblidjtel  ©lut^en 
^ugo’l  oerbefjmtel  #aupt  umflutfcen. 
Bet  bort,  in  frommer  Jperjbebrdngnig 
3um  SDloncb  bie  le^te  23eid)te  fpredienb 
Unb  flill  beElagenb  fein  23erf)angnig, 

©o  fruf)  auf  it)n  f)emieberbred)enb, 

Sn  reueooller  ©otterfyebung 

Ben  SDBorten  laufcbet  ber  33ergebung, 

Bie  Sreifpredbung  bem  SDienfdjen  fiinben 
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Wipe  our  mortal  stains  away. 

That  high  sun  on  his  head  did  glisten 
As  he  there  did  bow'  and  listen  — 

And  the  rings  of  chestnut  hair 
Court'd  half  down  his  neck  so  bare; 

But  brighter  still  the  beam  was  thrown 
Upon  the  axe  which  near  him  shone 

With  a clear  and  ghastly  glitter 

Oh  ! that  parting  hour  was  bitter! 

Even  the  stern  stood  chill'd  with  awe: 
Dark  the  crime,  and  just  the  law  — 

Yet  they  shudder'd  as  they  saw. 


17. 

The  parting  prayers  are  said  and  over 
Of  that  false  son  — and  daring  lover: 

His  beads  and  sins  are  all  recounted, 

His  hours  to  their  last  minute  mounted  — 
His  mantling  cloak  before  was  stripp'd. 

His  bright  brown  locks  must  now  be  clipp'd; 
'T  is  done  — all  closely  are  they  shorn  — 
The  vest  which  till  this  moment  worn  — 
The  scarf  which  Parisina  gave  — 
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93om  ©d>mu|  ber  erbgebornen  ©unben. 
Sie  listen  ©trablen  ber  ©onn’  umfliegen 
©ein  Jpaupt,  efnft  laufcbenb  borgeneigt  — 
Sie  braunen  Cocfen  lop  unb  leicbt 
Seg  roeifien  SftacBeng  8516$’  umfcbmiegen; 
Socb  funBelnber  voeit  bag  ©onnenlicbt 
Sort  auf  be!  Stidjtbeilg  ©tabl  ftd)  bricbt 
©efpenftig  glifcernb  in  bie  Stunbe  — 

D,  bitter  roar  b i e ©cbeibefiunbe  l 
©elbft  beg  Jparteften  SSufen  fcblug 
5fieflommen  unter  fiarrem  ©raun: 

Db  fdjroarj  bie  Zt>at  — get ed)t  ber  ©jjrucb 
Sod)  fcftaubern  tfUe,  bie  eg  fdjaun. 

17 


3um  Cefctenmale  betet  je$t 
Ser  ©obn,  ber  fo  bie  SEreu  berlefct 
Ser  SBuble,  Bubn  berroegen, 

Smpfangt  ben  lenten  ©egen: 

Sie  SBeidjte  ifi  boUenbet, 

©ein  SfcofenBranj  beenbet 
©ein  letter  tfugenblicE  geBommen  — 
Ser  SDtantel  roar  ibm  fdjon  genommen, 
3e|$t  roirb  fein  ftboneg  #aupt 
Set  roaQenben  CocBen  all  beraubt; 

@g  ifl  gefdjebn  — ba  liegt  bag  Jpaar  — 
Sr  jtet)t  beg  listen  ©d)mucBeg  baar  — 
Sag  2Bamg,  bag  er  big  beut  getragen, 
Sie  @d)drpe,  ^arifina’g  ©abe. 
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Mast  not  adorn  him  to  the  grave; 

Even  that  must  now  be  thrown  aside, 

And  o'er  his  eyes  the  kerchief  tied; 

But  no  — that  last  indignity 

Shall  ne'er  approach  his  haughty  eye. 

All  feelings  seemingly  subdued. 

In  deep  disdain  were  half  renew  d, 

When  headman's  hands  prepared  to  bind 
Those  eyes,  which  would  not  brook  such  blind: 
As  if  they  dared  not  look  on  death. 
i?]Xo  — yours  my  forfeit  blood  and  breath  — * 
These  hands  are  chain'd  — but  let  me  die 
At  least  with  an  unshackled  eye  — 

Strike — and  as  the  word  he  said, 

Upon  the  block  he  bow'd  his  head; 

These  the  last  accents  Hngo  spoke: 

„Strike“  — and  fleshing  fell  the  stroke  — 
Roll’d  the  head  — and,  gushing,  sunk 
Back  the  stain'd  and  heaving  trunk. 

In  the  dust,  which  each  deep  vein 
Slaked  with  its  ensanguined  rain; 

His  eyes  and  lips  a moment  quiver, 

Convulsed  and  quick  — then  fix  for  ever. 

He  died,  as  erring  man  should  die, 
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2)arf  U)n  nidE)t  fdjmucfen  mel)r  im  ®rabe; 
tfud)  btefer  mufj  er  ftdj  entfdjlagen, 

Unb  jefct  bag  Sad)  am  bic  tfugen  nebmen; 
©od)  nein  — ju  btefer  lenten  ©cbmadb 
©oil  ttimmer  ft'd)  fein  ©tolj  bequemen*, 

2CU  fein  ®efiil)l  erdorben  fcbeinbar, 

2Birb,  ttefjlen  tfbfdjeu’g  roieber  mad), 

2)enn  foldjeg  2lugen=Slenben 
SSon  fcbnoben  £en£ergl)dnben 
3>d  feinem  ©tots  allunoeretnbar: 

9Jlanneg  genug,  um  ofjne  Seben 
Sent  Sob  in’g  2lngeftd)t  ju  fd)aun. 

^ein  — bir  gebbrt  mein  Slut  unb  Seben  — 
(Si  ifl  oermirft  — nicf)t  ad)t’  id)  eg,  traun! 

modjtet  feffeln  meine  Jpanbe  — 

JDod)  gonnt  bag  (Sine  meinem  (Snbe: 

®onnt  greiljett  meinem  2£ugenlid)t  — 

<Sd>tag  5u!"  — unb  mie  bag  2Bort  er  fprid)t, 
97eigt  er  jum  Slod  bag  3lngeftd)t; 

Unb  Jpugo’g  lefcte  Stebe  blieb: 

„©d)lag  ju!"  — unb  bli^enb  faUt  ber  Jjbieb  — 
^inrottt  bag  Jpaupt  — unb,  rodjelnb  bumpf, 
5Dtit  bof)em  Slutdrafyl  flurjt  ber  SRumpf 
Unb  jutft  im  ©taube,  ben  bag  Slut 
SDer  TCbern  lofd)t  mie  Stegenflutl) ; 

9tod)  jittert  aug  ben  2lugen  greU 
(Sin  flud)tiger  (Shimmer, 

9lod)  jutft  bie  Sippe,  frampfljaft  fd>neU,  — 
25ann  darr  auf  immer.  — 

(Sr  d«rb,  mie  ©itnber  d«bett  follen, 

20* 
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Without  display,  without  parade; 

Meekly  had  he  bow'd  and  pray'd. 

An  not  disdaining  priestly  aid, 

Nor  desperate  of  all  hope  on  high. 

And  while  before  the  Prior  kneeling. 

His  heart  was  wean'd  from  earthly  feeling; 

His  wrathful  sire  — his  paramour  — 

What  were  they  in  such  an  hour? 

No  more  reproach  — no  more  despair; 

No  thought  but  heaven  — no  word  bat  prayer  — 
Save  the  few  which  from  him  broke, 

When,  bared  to  meet  the  headman's  stroke. 

He  claim'd  to  die  with  eyes  unbound. 

His  sole  adieu  to  those  around. 

18. 

StiU  as  the  lips  that  closed  in  death. 

Each  gazer's  bosom  held  his  breath: 

But  yet,  afar,  from  man  to  man, 

A cold  electric  shiver  ran, 

As  down  the  deadly  blow  descended 
On  him  whose  life  and  love  thus  ended ; 

And,  with  a hushing  sound  compress'd, 

A sigh  shrunk  back  on  every  breast; 
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£>ljne  $>runE  unb  ©cbaugeprange; 

SJtit  reu’gen  Gotten,  bemutbooUen; 

®em  ^riefter  laufebenb  noil  (Srgebung; 

3m  Jperjen  fefemadber  Jpoffnung  flange 
2(uf  ®otte$  SEJtilbe  unb  SBergebung. 

Unb  nor  bem  9)rior  auf  ben  £nien 
Sufjlt  er  in  ^eit'gcr  ©otterbebung 
®ie  SOBelt  bem  Jperjen  melt  entfiiet>n; 

®e$  83ater$  glucb  — bie  fujje  SBraut  — 

2Ba$  finb  ft'e  ibm  in  biefer  ©tunbe? 

£ein  SBorrourf  rnebr  — Eein  3«mmerlaut:  — 
@ein  ©eift  nur  auf  jum  ^immel  fdbaut, 

© e b e t nur  ftromt  au$  feinem  SDtunbe  — 
S3i$  auf  bie  SBorte  bie  er  fpracb, 

2(1$,  fertig  fiit  be$  JpenEer$  ©tblag, 

©r  freien  2(uge$  bat  ju  fallen  — 

©ein  einjig  2Cbfd)ieb$wort  ju  2CUen. 

18. 

©tumm,  wie  bie  Bippen,  im  Sob  gefcfjloffen, 
Jpielt  jebe  SBruft  ben  2ltf)em  an: 

SEBeitbin  jebodfo  non  SDtann  §u  SJtann 
©leEtrifdb  ein  eifiger  ©ebauber  rann, 

2(1$  bli&enb  Earn  berubgefeboffen 
®e$  33eite$  Sobe$flreid>  auf  ibn, 

®em  2ieb’  unb  Seben  fo  entfliebn; 

Unb,  bulb  erfticEt  ju  geprejjten  Sonen, 

3n  jeber  SBruft  ein  meb&oU  ©tobnen 
SuriicE  jum  Jperjen  jittert; 
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But  no  more  thrilling’  noise  rose  there, 

Beyond  the  blow  that  to  the  block 
Pierced  through  with  forced  and  sullen  shock. 
Save  one : — what  cleaves  the  silent  air 
So  madly  shrill,  so  passing  wild? 

That,  as  a mother's  o'er  her  child, 

Done  to  death  by  sadden  blow, 

To  the  sky  these  accents  go, 

Like  a soul's  in  endless  woe. 

Through  Azo’s  palace-lattice  driven, 

That  horrid  voice  ascends  to  heaven, 

And  every  eye  is  turn'd  thereon; 

But  souud  and  sight  alike  are  gone! 

It  was  a woman's  shriek  — and  ne'er 
In  inadlier  accents  rose  despair; 

And  those  who  heard  it,  as  it  past, 

In  mercy  wish'd  it  were  the  last. 

19. 

Hugo  is  fallen  ; and,  from  that  hour, 

IVo  more  in  palace,  hall,  or  bower, 

Was  Parisina  heard  or  seen: 

Her  name  — as  if  she  ne'er  had  been  — 

Was  banish'd  from  each  lip  and  ear. 

Like  words  of  wantonness  or  fear; 
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£o*  — graufer  al£  be$  S5eiXe§  £tang, 

£>a§  faufenb  bin:*  ben  Slacken  bringenb, 
©umpff*metternb  auf  bem  23lotf  erBlang  — 
£ein  Son  erf*olI  fo  gjtarE:bur*bringenb, 

©o  Dl)t=  unb  Jper^jerreigenb,  all:  — 

2Ba§  ifl’S,  ba$  bort  fo  f*riUen  ©*aU6 
£ie  Sftuf)  ber  Stifle  fplittert, 

©o  fur*tbar  nrilb,  waf)nftnnig  greU? 

©lei*  einec  flutter  2£uff*rei  gelt, 

©iet)t  lie  i&t  Jtinb  erf*lagen  plbfcli*, 
©*allt  biefer  Saul  ju  ben  2BolEen  entfegli*, 
©lei*  einec  ©eele  in  enblofen  SBefin. 

®uc*’8  ©alter  boct  »on  tfio’S  ©*lo$ 

Set  gtaufe  Son  gen  #immel  f*o#; 

2)ortl)in  ft*  2lUet  tfugen  breftn  — 

9ti*t§  mebt  ju  boren  no*  su  fel)n! 

©I  mat  ein  grauenf*rei  — unb  nie 
2Bal)nftnnigec  wilb  bie  JBerjmeiflung  f*tie; 
Unb  bie  e8  Ijocten,  unb  bie  er  entfe^te, 

©ie  munf*ten  in  SDtitteib,  e6  fei  bet  leljte. 

19. 

£ugo  ifl  auf  bem  SStocE  gefaUen; 

Unb  feit  bet  unglucffeligen  ©tunbe 
©*manb  in  $>aUaft,  in  Sbutm  unb  fallen 
S3on  gjariftna  jebe  £unbe: 

Sbc  9iame,  glei*mie  nie  genannt, 

SBlieb  iebem  Df)te  ftreng  oerbannt, 
S3etmieben  f*eu  t>on  jebcm  SDlunbe, 
tflg  ob  ein  glu*,  ein  ©tauen  bang 
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And  from  Prince  Azo's  voice,  by  none 
Was  mention  heard  of  wife  or  son; 

No  tomb  — no  memory  had  they; 

Theirs  was  unconsecrated  clay; 

At  least  the  knight's  who  died  that  day. 

Bnt  Parisina's  fate  lies  hid 
Like  dust  beneath  the  coffin  lid: 

Whether  in  convent  she  abode, 

And  won  to  heaven  her  dreary  road, 

By  blighted  and  remorseful  years 
Of  scourge,  and  fast,  and  sleepless  tears; 

Or  if  she  fell  by  bowl  or  steel, 

For  that  dark  love  she  dared  to  feel; 

Or  if,  upon  the  moment  smote, 

She  died  by  tortures  less  remote; 

Like  him  she  saw  upon  the  block, 

With  heart  that  shared  the  headman's  shock, 
In  quicken'd  brokeuness  that  came, 

In  pity,  o'er  her  shatter'd  frame, 

None  knew  — and  none  can  ever  know: 

But  whatsoe'er  its  end  below, 

Her  life  began  and  closed  in  woe  ! 
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©id)  berg’  in  biefcS  SDBorteS  .Rtang ; 
giirfl  TCjo  farad)  non  SOBeib  unb  ©obn 
SDtit  Beiner  ©t)lbe,  Beinem  Son; 

£ein  ®rab,  Bein  Sfltal  mocbt’  fanen  toerbenj' 
©ie  ruijten  in  ungeroefater  (grben; 

£)er  Slitter  roenigftenS,  in  ©d>ntad& 

£>em  SSeil  berfalln  an  jenem  Sag. 

®od>  ^ariftna’i  8oo§  oerbarg 
©id)  tiefgebeim,  toie  ©taub  im  ©arg: 

Db  fie,  oerjtecBt  in  .ftlofiermauern, 

2lUelenb  ging  jum  Jpintmel  ein, 

3tad)  trofttoS  ober  Sabre  Srauern 
SBei  SBeten,  jjaften  unb  (Safiein, 

Stad)  langen  Stacbten  oljne  ©d)lummer, 
2)urd)n>eint  in  beifler  Steue  Summer; 

Db  fte  fur  bie  S3ernteffenbeit 

©o  funbiger  SiebeSinnigBeit 

35urcb  @ift,  burd)  QJteucbelmbrber  ftel; 

Db  fte,  bon  langerer  Dual  befreit, 

Sn  jabem  Sobe  fanb  fat  Siel  — 

@leid)  fam,  ben  auf  bem  S3lodP  fte  fab, 

HU  aud)  auf  far  mitblutenb  4?erj 
®e§  JpenBerf  SobeSftreidj  gefdjab, 

Unb  ©eifleSnafat  fte  jafa  — erbarmenb 
®ie  Sieferfd&utterte  umarmenb  — 
Sufammenbrefaen  lief  im  ©cbmerj: 

SEBeif  >3liemanb  — Bann  aud)  Stiemanb  miflen; 
2)ocb  n>ie  fte  aud)  ber  @rb’  entriffen: 

Sbt  8eben  bat  in  2Beb  begonnen 
Unb  iff  in  2Beb  jerronnen! 
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20. 

And  Azo  fomid  another  bride, 

And  goodly  sons  grew  by  his  side; 

Bnt  none  so  lovely  and  so  brave 
As  him  who  wither'd  in  the  grave; 

Or  if  they  were  — on  his  cold  eye 
Their  growth  bnt  glanced  unheeded  by. 

Or  noticed  with  a smother'd  sigh. 

But  never  tear  his  cheek  descended, 

And  never  smile  his  brow  unbended; 

And  o'er  that  fair  broad  brow  were  wronght 
The  intersected  lines  of  thonght; 

Those  furrows  which  the  burning  share 
Of  Sorrow  ploughs  untimely  there; 

Scars  of  the  lacerating  mind 

Which  the  Soul's  war  doth  leave  behind. 

He  was  past  all  mirth  or  woe : 

Nothing  more  remain'd  below 
But  sleeples  nights  aud  heavy  day 
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20. 

Unb  2£jo  fanb  ein  anbreg  ©emabl, 

Unb  ©obn’  erroudjfen  ibm,  ebel  junta!; 
2)otb  Beiner  in  fotcber  ©cbonbeit  ©trat)t, 
Sftod)  non  fo  Bubnem  9Dtutb  burdjtobert, 
2C18  er,  bcr  im  etnigen  ©dblafe  mobert; 
Unb  tnaren  fte’g  — mit  eiftg  Batten, 
tftltbeilnabmlofen  2fugen  blicEt’ 

®r  auf  if>r  jugenblid)  (Sntfatten  — 

9Ttit  ©eufjen  boibfteng,  bulb  erjtidEt. 
£)ocb  Beine  Zt)vane  je  bejeugte, 

2Bag  jebrenb  feinen  SBufen  ftiHt, 

Jfein  8ad)etn  je  ben  Gsrnft  nerfd)eud)te 
23on  feiner  ©time,  nacbtumbuUt; 

®ie  fcbone  ©tirn,  fo  bodj  unb  breit, 

Sn  tiefgefcbnittnen  Sinien  trug 
2)eg  biiftern  SSruteng  finftern  3ug: 

£)te  gurcben,  bie  bort  nor  ber  3eit 
JDie  fcbneibenb  fcbarfen,  brennenb  beigen 
9)flugf<baren  tiefen  JBummerg  reifien: 

2)ie  9tarben  beg  ©emutb$,  bag  n>ilb 
©id)  felbft  jerfleifdjt  in  berben  Slualen; 
®ie,  tnenn  ber  ©eelenBampf  geftiUt, 
SBerbleiben,  gleidj  ©ebacbntntfjmalen 
S3om  unterwiiblten  Jperjengfrieben.  — 
2Beit  fiber  greub’  binaug  unb  Summer, 
SBar  nid&tg  gebtieben  ibm  bienieben, 

2flg  tange  D^acbjte  obne  ©cblummet 
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A mind  all  dead  to  scorn  or  praise, 

A heart  which  shunn'd  itself — and  yet 
That  would  not  yield  — nor  could  forget, 
Which,  when  it  least  appear'd  to  melt, 
Intensely  thought  — intensely  felt: 

The  deepest  ice  which  ever  froze 
Can  only  o'er  the  surface  close  — 

The  living  stream  lies  quick  below, 

And  flows  — and  cannot  cease  to  flow. 

Still  was  his  seal'd-up  bosom  haunted 
By  thoughts  which  Nature  hath  implanted; 
Too  deeply  rooted  thence  to  vanish, 
Howe'er  our  stifled  tears  we  banish; 
When,  struggling  as  they  rise  to  start. 

We  check  those  waters  of  the  heart, 

They  are  not  dried  — those  tears  unshed 
Bot  flow  back  to  the  fountain  head, 

And  resting  in  their  spring  more  pure. 

For  ever  in  its  depth  endure, 

Unseen,  unwept,  but  uncongeal'd, 

And  cherish'd  most  where  least  reveal'd. 
With  inward  starts  of  feeling  left, 
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Unb  ober  Sage  fdjtoere  2Bud)t, 

Osin  ®eift,  atlfalt  fur  Sftubm  ttrie  ©d>mad&, 
(Sin  Jperj,  bag  tief  ftcf)  felber  flud^t  — 

Unb  bennotf)  nid)t  fid)  beugen  mag  — 

^todj  minber  ju  bergeffen  roeift; 

©ag,  wenn  eg  au$  bem  dugern,  floljen 
(Srftarrn  am  minbeften  fdjeint  gefdbmoljen, 
Sm  Snnerflen  lebenbigfi  ftiblt  — 

2Cm  tieffien  grabenb  ftcf)  jerwii^lt: 

©ag  fyartefle,  bag  fidrEfie  (Sig 
£ann  nut  bie  Dberfladbe  fcbtiegen  — 

©et  ©front  boll  Geben  brunter  rinnt, 

Unb  mug  fur  immet  fliegen. 

©ein  Jperj,  mie  fefl  er  eg  aud)  berfcbanjt, 
©urdjranEten  nod)  ©efuble  Unb, 

S3on  ber  9?atur  ung  eingepflanjt 
SQtit  SEBurjen  eingefenEt,  ju  tiefen, 

2ftg  bag  fte  jemalg  ganj  entfdjliefen, 

Db  n>ir  erfiicEen  aud)  bte  3al)ren; 

3Bie  febr  toir  ibrer  ung  erwebren 
Unb,  toenn  fte  ftd)  in’g  2£uge  brangen, 
3uriicE  bie  #ersengtvafier  jwdngen, 
®etrocEnet  ftnb  fte  nicbt  — fte  Eebren 
3urucE  ju  tf>rem  erffen  Quelle 
Unb  ruf)en  bort  in  reinerer  Jpelle, 
gut  aUe  3eit  gebeirn  berfdjloffen, 

©tiU,  ungefebn  unb  unoergoffen, 

©o<b  nicbt  gefroren,  unb  inniger  nur 
®ebegt,  je  tiefer  oerjlecEt  ibre  ©pur.  — 
83oU  2Beb  in  tieffier  J&erjengEammer, 
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To  throb  o'er  those  of  life  bereft; 

Without  the  power  to  fill  again 
The  desert  gap  which  made  his  pain; 
Without  the  hope  to  meet  them  where 
United  souls  shall  gladness  share, 

With  all  the  consciousness  that  he 
Had  only  pass'd  a just  decree; 

That  they  had  whrought  their  doom  of  ill; 
Yet  Azo's  age  was  wretched  still. 

The  tainted  branches  of  the  tree, 

If  lopp'd  with  care,  a strength  may  give, 
By  which  the  rest  shall  bloom  and  live 
All  greenly  fresh  and  wildly  free: 

But  if  the  lightning,  in  its  wrath, 

The  waving  boughs  with  fury  scathe, 

The  massy  trunk  the  ruin  feels, 

And  never  more  a leaf  reveals. 
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2)o8  {lets  nod)  ben  ©eftorbnen  ruft; 

®od>  oE)ne  SDtadrt/  bie  obe  .ftluft 
3u  fuUen  wieber,  bie  je§t  fein  Sommer; 
Unb  ofcne  Jpoffnung  fie  roieber  ju  finben, 
SDBo  felige  ©eifter  ft'd)  nerbinben 
Sn  nimmer  getriibter  JjbimmelStufi; 

Unb  ob  aud)  innigfi  fid)  berouBt, 

2)a|j  nur  gered)t  ber  9tid)terfprud), 

2>en  er  gefatl t,  baft  fte  ben  glud) 

©id)  felbft  befd&rooren  unb  oU  if>r  (Slenb : 
SEBar  JCjo’ti  2ttter  bennod)  etenb. 

SfBenn  Saume^meige,  bie  geliiten, 
83ef)utfam  merben  abgefdjnitten, 

(Srfjott  fid)  balb  ber  marEige  ©d&aft 
Unb  wtrb  in  neuer  SebenSEraft 
3u  jungem  SBlatterfdjmucE  erbltityn, 

Sn  milber  5rifd)e  uppigem  ©run: 

2) od)  wenn  ber  S3ti$  in  grimmem  3Q3iitf)en 
®ie  fd)tt>anEen  2fefie  jad)  jerfplittert  — 

®er  madjtige  ©tamm  im  SDtarE  erjittert, 
Sreibt  nimmer  flatter  mel)r  nod)  SSliitfjen. 
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THE  PRISONER  OF  CHILLON. 


1. 

My  hair  is  grey,  but  uot  with  years. 

Nor  grew  it  white 
In  a single  night, 

As  men's  have  grown  from  6udden  fears: 
My  limbs  are  bow'd,  though  not  with  toil, 
But  rusted  with  a vile  repose. 

For  they  have  been  a dungeon's  spoil, 
And  mine  has  been  the  fate  of  those 
To  whom  the  goodly  earth  and  air 
Are  bann'd,  and  barr'd  — forbidden  fare* 
But  this  was  for  my  father's  faith 
I suffer'd  chains  and  courted  death: 
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3n  <&efan$ent  son  Coition. 


1. 

sflfcein  #aar  ijl  grau,  bod)  nidjt  bon  Sabren, 
9tocb  roarb  eg  meifi  in  ciner  sftadjt, 

2Bie  Sfllandjem  fcfyon  burd)  Jfummerg  SDtacbt, 
Surd)  jdben  ©cbrecfen  n>iberfaf)ren: 

©ctnirft  im  SDlaxt  ft'nb  rneine  ©tieber. 

Sod)  nid)t  burd)  fd)Werer  Erbeit  Cajten, 

5Rid)t  flete  SDtufyfdl  bog  fie  nieber, 

©ie  roftetm  in  fdjnobem  Sftaften, 

Senn  ft'e  &crmorfd)ten  im  ©efangnif, 

Unb  unterlag  id)  bent  83erf)angnifj, 

Sag  fd)on  fo  SSicle  burcbgelitten, 

23on  aU  bet  Gsrbe  reid)em  ©lanj, 

33on  freier  Cuft  unb  ©onne  ganj 
SJerbannt  ju  fein  unb  abgefdjnitten; 

Sod)  fur  be^  SSaterS  ©laubenglebre 
Grbutbet’  id)  ber  £etten  ©dbwere 
Unb  bab’  id)  um  ben  Sob  gemorben. 

•’I 
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That  father  perish'd  at  the  stake 
For  tenets  he  would  not  forsake; 

And  for  the  same  his  lineal  race 
In  darkness  found  a dwelling-place; 
We  were  seven  — who  now  are  one, 
Six  in  youth  and  one  in  age, 
Finish'd  as  they  had  begun. 

Proud  of  Persecution's  rage 
One  in  fire,  and  two  in  field, 

Their  belief  with  blood  have  seal'd: 
Dying  as  their  father  died, 

For  the  God  their  foes  denied;  — 
Three  were  in  a dungeon  cast, 

Of  whom  this  wreck  is  left  the  last 


2. 

There  are  seven  pillars  of  Gothic  mould. 
In  Chilion's  dungeons  deep  and  old, 

There  are  seven  columns  massy  and  grey. 
Dim  with  a dull  imprison'd  ray, 

A sunbeam  which  hath  lost  its  way. 

And  through  the  crevice  and  the  cleft 
Of  the  thick  wall  is  fallen  and  left: 
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SDtein  33ater  tfl  im  ©cbeiterbranb 
5?vir  fein  SeEenntnifj  fiolj  geflorben, 

SSon  bem  er  nimmer  ft'd)  getnanbt; 

Unb  fcine  ©dijne  bat  gebradfrt 
2)erfelbe  ®laub’  in  .Kerfernacbt; 

2Baren  normals  unfrer  ©ieben  — 

3e§t  ift  Siner  nur  gebtieben  — 

©ed)l  in  Sugenb,  Siner  ®reiS, 
Snbigenb,  tnie  fie  begonnen, 

©tolj  auf  ber  S3erfolgung  SEButf), 

#aben  3tnei  im  £ampfe  fjeifi, 

(Siner  in  ber  ©cbeitergiutl) 

©id)  baS  SDtartprtbum  geroonnen: 

®lei<f)  bem  SSater  fitr  ben  ®ott 
©terbenb,  ber  ber  geinbe  ©pott;  — 

®rei  umfd)lof?  ber  £erEer  bumpf, 

S3on  benen  biefer  f<brcad)e  Sftumpf 
2)ie  lefcte  Srummer,  morfd)  unb  fiumpf. 


2. 

Sn  Sf)illon*S  £erEern,  tief  unb  alt, 

©tebn  fieben  ^Pfeiler  non  gotl)ifd)em  23au, 
©tebn  fieben  macfctige  ©aulen  grau, 

2ln  beren  £luabern,  feud)t  unb  Ealt, 

Sin  fafjleS,  ungeroiffeS  2id)t, 

Sin  fd)tn«d)er  ©onnenfirabl  ft'd)  bricbt, 

SDer  fid)  butcb  bider  SDtauern  ©patten 
Unb  burcb  ber  biiftern  SBSolbung  Stifi 
23erlor  in  biefe  ginfiernifi, 

21* 
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Creeping  o’er  the  floor  so  damp. 

Like  a marsh's  meteor  lamp: 

And  in  each  pillar  there  is  a ring, 

And  in  each  ring  there  is  a chain; 
That  iron  is  a cankering  thing. 

For  in  these  limbs  its  teeth  remain, 
With  marks  that  will  not  wear  away. 
Till  I have  done  with  this  new  day, 
Which  now  is  painful  to  these  eyes, 
Which  have  not  seen  the  sun  so  rise 
For  years  — I cannot  count  them  o’er, 

I lost  their  long  and  heavy  score 
When  my  last  brother  droop'd  and  died. 
And  I lay  living  by  his  side. 


3. 

They  chain'd  us  each  to  a column  stone, 
And  we  were  three  — yet,  each  alone; 
We  could  not  move  a single  pace, 

Wo  could  not  see  each  other’s  face, 

But  with  that  pale  and  livid  light 
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Unb  brin  gefangen  wirb  gebalten, 

^riedjenb  auf  bem  ©runb,  fo  bumpfig, 

£>em  (Scbeinlid&t  gleid)  auf  SDlooren  fumpfig: 
2fn  jebem  ^feiter  flcdPt  ein  Sling, 

2>ran  eine  fiette  i)angt  berniebet; 

©old)  (Sifen  ifi  ein  freffenb  2Mng  — 

(S§  grub  fein  3ai)n  in  biefe  ©lieber 
tfUunPerbarrfdjbar  tiefe  SQBunben, 

2Bouon  nidjt  eb’r  id)  £a nn  gefunben, 

Till  big  idb  roerb’  am  @nbe  fein 
SJlit  biefed  neuen  Saged  ©cbein, 

£>er  i e£t  nur  webe  tf)ut  ben  3fugen, 

25ie  folded  8id)t  nidjt  burften  faugen 
©eit  3faf)ren  — 

Unjablbaren  — 

3d)  fann  ben  3eitraum  nid)t  ermeffen: 

®er  enbtod  langen  Steibe  3al)l 
SJlit  ibrer  laftenbollen  Quat, 

9!)tein  fcbwacber  3vopf  bat  fte  uergeffen, 

2tld  aud)  mein  letter  SBruber  fanf, 

Unb,  lebenb,  id)  bie  Seidj’  umfcblang. 

3. 

©ie  fd)loffen  und  SDrei  — bod)  jeben  allein  — 
2tn  einen  mad)tigen  ©dulenftein; 

2Bir  fonnten  feinen  ©cbritt  roeit  gebn, 

Stod>  Siner  bed  ttnbern  2Cntli§  febn, 

2£ld  in  bem  bleicben,  fablen  ©djein, 

3n  beffen  ®ufier  unfre  SJtienen 


Digitized  by  Google 


326 


That  made  us  strangers  in  onr  sight: 
And  thus  together  — yet  apart, 
Fetter’d  iu  hand,  but  pined  in  heart; 
'T  w as  still  some  solace,  in  the  dearth 
Of  the  pore  elements  of  earth. 

To  hearken  to  each  other's  speech, 
And  each  turn  comforter  to  each 
With  some  new  hope  or  legend  old, 

Or  song  heroically  bold; 

But  even  these  at  length  grew  cold. 
Our  voices  took  a dreary  tone, 

An  echo  of  the  dungeon  stone, 

A grating  sound  — not  full  and  free 
As  they  of  yore  were  wont  to  be; 

It  might  be  fancy  — but  to  me 
They  never  sounded  like  our  own. 

4. 

I was  the  eldest  of  the  three, 

And  to  uphold  and  cheer  the  rest 
I ought  to  do  — and  did  my  best  — 
And  each  did  well  in  his  degree. 

The  youngest,  whom  my  father  loved. 
Because  our  mother's  brow  was  given 
To  him,  with  eyes  as  blue  as  heaven, 
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UnS  gegenfeitig  frernb  erfd)ienen: 

Unb  fo  gefd)ieben  — ob  aud>  tiereinigt  — 
©ie  £anb  gefeffclt  — bie  Skuft  gepeinigt, 
SOBar’S  bod)  ein  Cabfat  ad> ! — getrennt 
23on  jebem  reinen  dlement  — 
diner  beS  tfnbern  2Bort  ju  laufdten 
Unb  gegenfeitig  Sroft  ju  taufdsen 
3»n  neuer  Jpoffnung,  alten  ©agen 
Unb  Jpelbenfang  au£  fru^ern  Sagen; 

©odj  ad)!  felbjl  biefe  SrofteSBlange, 

©ie  murben  froftig  auf  bie  Cange; 
Unbeimlid)  marb  ber  ©timme  ©d)«U, 
din  2Bieberl)att 
S3om  .RerBermall 

din  fdjriUer  Son  — nid)t  frei  unb  uoU, 

2Bie  fonfi  et  unfrer  SBruft  entftbwoU; 
33ielleid)t  mar’S  2Baf)n  — bod>  meinem  £>br 
jfam'§  nie  mie  eigne  ©timme  oor. 


4. 

3d)  mat  ber  Tfeltefte  oon  ben  ©rein 
Unb  that  nad>  meiner  beften  .Rraft, 
2Bie’$  meine  ^fli&t,  in  biefer  #af t, 
©er  TCnbern  Sttutf)  unb  Sroft  ju  fein  — 
Unb  Seber  ti)at  eS  in  feiner  2£rt 
©er  Sungfie,  meldjer,  fd)on  unb  jart, 
3umeifi  geliebt  oom  SSater  roarb, 

3Beil  er  ber  Gutter  glid)  genau, 

SDtit  tfugen,  nrie  ber  #immel,  blau  — 
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For  Jiitu  ray  soul  was  sorely  moved  : 

And  truly  might  it  be  distress'd 
To  see  such  bird  in  such  a nest; 

For  he  was  beautiful  as  day  — 

(When  day  was  beautiful  to  me 
As  to  young  eagles  being  free)  — 

A polar  day,  which  will  not  see 
A sunset  till  its  summer's  gone, 

It  sleepless  summer  of  long  light, 

The  snow-clad  offspring  of  the  sun: 

And  thus  he  was  as  pure  and  bright, 
And  in  his  natural  spirit  gay, 

With  tears  for  nought  but  others'  ills, 
And  then  they  flow'd  like  mountain  rills. 
Unless  he  could  assuage  the  woe 
Which  he  abhorr'd  to  view  below’. 

5. 

The  other  was  as  pure  of  mind, 

But  form'd  to  combat  with  his  kind; 
Strong  in  his  frame,  and  of  a mood 
Which  'gainst  the  world  in  war  had  stood. 
And  perish'd  in  the  foremost  rank 
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©ein  ©djidrfal  fafi  bag  Jge rj  mir  brad): 

Unb  wabrlid)  war’l  eiit  Silb  ber  Srauer, 
©olrf)  S36glein  in  fo  fdwobent  Sauer! 

®enn  er  war  lieblid)  wie  ber  Sag, 

C2CIS  fdjon  bor  mir  ber  Sag  nod)  lag, 

2Bie  bor  bent  Slid  bent  jungen  2£ar, 

2)er  frei  ftd)  wiegt  im  tfetber  Har)  — 

2Bie  ein  spolartag,  rein  unb  licbt, 

£er  nidtt  bie  ©onne  ftnBen  ftebt, 

Sebor  fein  langer  ©ommer  fliefjt, 

©ein  fdjlummerlofeS  ©ommerlid>t, 

3m  ©cbneegewanb  ber  ©onne  ^inb:  — 
®lei<b  biefent  war  er  lid)t  unb  rein, 

Unb  bon  9tatur  fo  frobg«fmnt, 

Sftit  Sbranen  nur  urn  frembe  $)ein, 

£)ann  aber  fdjoffen  if)re  SDBelln 
Jjoerbor  wie  wilbe  SergegqueUn, 

2Benn  ibttt,  rnit  £ulf  unb  Sroft  in  grteben 
®a$  2Beb  ju  lullen,  nidjt  befcbieben, 

£)a$  ibm  berbajjt  ju  febn  bienieben. 


5. 

®leid)  fd)6n  unb  rein  war  au*  gejlimmt 
2)eg  tfnbern  ©inn,  bod)  met)r  beftimmt 
3um  £ampfe  gegen  fein  ®efd)led>t; 

©ein  Sau  war  ftarB,  fo  wie  fein  Slutb, 
2Der  einer  2Belt  in  J£riegegwutb 
®eftanben  batte,  frob,  ju  fierben 
Stannlicb  im  borberjlen  ®efed)t:  — 
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With  joy:  — bnt  not  in  chains  to  pine: 
His  spirit  wither'd  with  their  clank, 

1 saw  it  silently  decline  — 

And  so  perchance  in  sooth  did  mine: 
But  yet  1 forced  it  on  to  cheer 
Those  relics  of  a home  so  dear. 

He  was  a hunter  of  the  hills. 

Had  follow'd  there  the  deer  and  wolf; 
To  him  this  dungeon  was  a gnlf, 

And  fetter'd  feet  the  worst  of  ills. 


6. 

Lake  Leman  lies  by  Chillon's  walls: 

A thousand  feet  in  depth  below 
Its  massy  waters  meet  and  flow; 

Thus  much  the  fathom-line  was  sent 
From  Chillon's  snow-white  battlement, 
Which  round  about  the  wave  inthrals: 
A double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 
Have  made  — and  like  a living  grave. 
Below  the  surface  of  the  lake 
The  dark  vault  lies  wherein  we  lay, 
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©od)  nid^t  in  Jfetten  511  nerberben : 
tfn  ibteg  £litreng  obem  £lang 
©ein  ©eift  in  ©d)utt  unb  UJlober  fan?, 

Sd>  fab  ifjn  langfam,  flumm  nerftegen  — 
tfud)  meinet  rooUte  fajt  erliegen: 

©od)  jttjang  id)  ibn,  roenn  nicbt  ju  fd>ii§en, 
©od)  troftenb  nod)  im  gall  ju  fluljen, 

©ie  tbeure  drummer,  mir  geblieben, 

©er  ^>cimatb/  ter  oiellieben. 

Sr  batte  in  beglucftern  ©tunben, 

2tlg  Sager  frei,  mit  feinen  J&unben 
©en  #irfcb  oerfolgt  burd)  SBerg  unb 
©en  SGBolf  burd)  £luft  unb  gelggerotle; 
©rum  mar  ber  JferEer  ifjm  bie  £6lle, 

Sin  gujj  in  Jtetten  fdjlimmfie  dual. 


6. 

©er  8eman  liegt  an  Sfjiflon’g  2BaU: 
tfn  taufenb  gufj  in  bie  SEiefe  faffen 
©ie  rubelog  maltenben  SBogenmafien ; 

©0  meit  binunter  fan!  bag  Silei 
SSon  Sbidon’g  mei&er  gelgbaftei, 

©ie  ringg  umfdjmiUt  ber  9Bogenfd)maU: 
Sin  boppelteg  ©efangnij?  baben 
©ort  gelg  unb  glutben  angebradjt  — 

(SS  ijt  mie  lebenb  fein  begraben. 

Unter  bem  ©piegel  iener  glutben 
8iegt,  tief  oerfenEt  im  2Bogenfcbad)t, 

©er  finftre  teller,  brin  mir  rubten; 
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We  heard  it  ripple  night  and  day; 

Sounding  o'er  our  heads  it  knock'd; 

And  I have  felt  the  winter's  spray 

Wash  through  the  bars  when  winds  were  high 

And  wanton  in  the  happy  sky; 

And  then  the  very  rock  hath  rock'd, 

And  I have  felt  it  shake,  unshock'd, 

Because  I could  have  smiled  to  see 
The  death  that  would  have  set  me  free. 


7. 

1 said  my  nearer  brother  pined, 

1 said  his  mighty  heart  declined, 

He  loathed  and  put  away  his  food; 

It  was  not  that 't  was  coarse  and  rude. 

For  we  were  used  to  hunter's  fare, 

And  for  the  like  had  little  care: 

The  milk  drawn  from  the  mountain  goat 
Was  changed  for  water  from  the  moat, 

Our  bread  was  such  as  captive's  tears 
Have  moisten'd  many  a thousand  years,  » 
Since  man  lirst  pent  his  fellow  men 
Like  brutes  within  an  iron  den; 
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©ir  borten  eg  rtefeln  Sag  unb  Sttacbt, 

8aut  am  gelfen  branbenb  ftcf>  brad) 

£)b  unferm  #aupte  ber  ©ellenfdjtag; 

Sm  ©inter  fublt’  id),  mie  ber  ©djaum, 

®er  falte,  burdj  bag  (Sitter  mufd), 

©enn  lujiig  fid)  tummelte  ©turmegbufdj 
3m  freien,  gliitflid)en  £immelgraunt; 

£>ann  fuljtt’  id)  felbft  bie  gelfen  fd>uttem  — 
?Dtid)  Bonnt’  ibr  ©djiittern  nid)t  erfdjuttern: 
3d)  butte  froblid)  jum  &obe  gelad)t, 

3)er  both  bie  greibeit  mir  b«tte  gebrad&t. 


T. 

?0tein  naberer  SBruber,  fagt’  id)  fdton, 
©tet g mebr  unb  mebr  jufammenbrad), 
©ein  bocbgemutbeg  Jperj  erlag; 

(Sr  mieg  bie  ©peife  fort  mit  .£obn, 
2)odb  nidbt,  meil  fie  gemein  unb  rob/ 
®enn  jietg  auf  unfern  SBergen  frob 
2Cn  raube  ©aibmanngfoft  gemobnt, 
©ar  unfer  ©aumen  nidf>t  oermobnt: 
2)ie  SJtitd)  ber  ©emfe  mar  oertaufcbt 
SDtit  ©offer,  mie’g  im  ©raben  raufdjt, 
Unb  unfer  S5rob  baffelbe  mar, 

©ie  fd)on  fo  mancbe  taufenb  Sabr’ 
©efangnentbranen  eg  genefct, 

©eitbem  ouerft  bie  SDtenfcben  it)te 
SDtitmenfcben,  gteidbmie  milbe  Sbier«/ 
3n  Qifenfdfige  gefefct; 
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But  what  were  these  to  «9  or  him  # 

These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  limb; 

My  brother's  soul  was  of  that  mould 
Which  in  a palace  had  grown  cold. 

Had  his  free  breathing  been  denied 
The  range  of  the  steep  mountain's  side; 
But  why  delay  the  truth?  — he  died. 

1 saw,  and  could  not  hold  his  head, 

Nor  reach  his  dying  hand  — nor  dead,  — 
Though  hard  f strove,  but  strove  in  vain, 
To  rend  and  gnash  my  bonds  in  twain. 

He  died  — and  they  unlock'd  his  chaiu, 
And  scoop'd  for  him  a shallow  grave 
Even  from  the  cold  earth  of  our  cave. 

I begg'd  them,  as  a boon,  to  lay 
His  corse  in  dust  whereon  the  day 
Might  shine  — it  was  a foolish  thought. 

But  then  within  my  brain  it  wrought, 

That  even  in  death  his  freeborn  breast 
In  such  a dungeon  could  not  rest 
I might  have  spared  my  idle  prayer  — 
They  coldly  laugh'd  — and  laid  him  there: 
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SDocf)  waS  roar  bieg  fur  un$  unb  ibn? 

©a$  Bonnte  nid>t,  rote  l>art  e§  fcfjicn, 

©ein  Jperj  in  ©iecbtbum  nieberjiebn, 

^tod)  feiner  ©lieber  .ftraft  entmarBen; 

®ee>  SruberS  ^>erj  roar  ein$  ber  fiarBen, 
®a$  im  ^allajte  felbft  berbarb, 

2Benn  freieS  tftbmen  ibm  t>erroet)rt 
2Cuf  S3ergelbob’n,  bor  2lUem  roertb; 

©od>  roarurn  jaubern  nocb?  — er  ftarb. 

3d)  fab’6  — unb  Bonnte  bod)  nid)t  batten 
©ein  ft'nBenb  £aupt  bor  feinem  (Snbe, 

Unb  nid)t  erreid)en  feine  Jjodnbe, 

®ie  fterbenben  — bie  tobeSBalten  — 

Umfonft  roar  all  mein  3errn  unb  SSeiSen, 
Um  meine  .Ketten  ju  jerretfen. 

(Sr  ftarb  — bie  ©dftiefier  loften  ab 
S3om  fatten  nun  bie  Balten  (Sifen 
Unb  gruben  ibm  ein  fcbnobeS  ©rab 
3n  unfreS  .fterBert?  feud)ter  (Srbe. 

3d)  bat  all  ©nabe  fur  bie  8eid>e, 
broben  in  bee»  2ag$  SSereidje 
©ie  Stubeftatt  bergonnt  ibr  roerbe  — 

(S$  roar  ein  tborid)ter  ©ebanBe, 

©od)  brannt’  e6  auf  mein  Jpirn,  baS  Branfe, 
(S£  B6nn’  in  fold>em  ^erBerBafien, 

©elbfl  nad)  befiegten  5Eobet>roebn, 

©ein  freigeboren  J^erj  nidf>t  raften. 

Jpatt'  id)  gefpart  mein  eitleS  Sflebn! 

©ie  tadfrten  Balt  — unb  gruben  fort; 

(Sr  roarb  berfd>arrt  an  jenern  Drt: 
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The  flat  and  turfless  earth  above 
The  being  we  so  much  did  love; 
His  empty  chain  above  it  leant, 
Such  murder's  fitting  monument! 


8. 

But  he,  the  favourite  and  the  flower, 
Moat  cherish'd  since  his  natal  hour, 
His  mother's  image  in  fair  face. 

The  infant  love  of  all  his  race. 

His  martyr'd  father's  dearest  thought, 
My  latest  care,  for  whom  I sought 
To  hoard  my  life,  that  his  might  be 
Less  wretched  now,  and  one  day  free; 
He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  untired 
A spirit  natural  or  inspired  — 

He,  too,  was  struck,  and  day  by  day 
Was  wither'd  on  the  stalk  away. 

Oh,  God!  it  is  a fearful  thing 
To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 
In  any  shape,  in  any  mood:  — 

I' ve  seen  it  rushing  forth  in  blood, 

I 've  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 
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(Sin  flad&eg  ©rab  bon  nacEten  ©<botlen 
©em  £>eijjgeliebten,  Siebebollen! 

©b  feinem  Jpaupte  nieberbing 
©ie  fiette  mit  bem  leeren  Sling: 

(Sin  wtirbig  ©enEmal  folcbem  SJtorb! 

8. 

®od>  er,  bie  581  ntt>e,  rein  unb  milb, 

3nnigft  urnEoft,  feit  er  geboren, 

3um  Siebling  ¥Uer  augerEoren, 

©er  SDtutter  reijenb  ©benbilb, 

©eg  S3aterg  ganje  3«rtlid)Eeit 
3fn  feineg  SDlart^rtbumeg  Seib, 

SJlein  letter  ©cbmeri,  fur  ben  aUein 
3u  friften  id)  fud)te  bag  Seben  mein, 

©ag  feineg  minber  elenb  fei 
Unb  eineg  Sageg  frei ; 

2Cud)  et,  ber  big  f>ierf)er  bemeiftert 
©ag  2Beb  mit  jtarEer  ©eetenEraft, 

©b  angeboren,  ob  begeiftert  — 

2tudb  er  roarb  jefct  babingerafft, 

Unb  Sag  urn  Sag  ber  ijolben  58liitbe 
©eEnicEteg  Seben  ftitt  bergtiibte. 

D ©ott!  eg  ift  ein  furd)tbar  ©raun, 

3unt  Senfeitg  bon  ben  ©rbenau’n 
©ie  ©eele  ft'd)  e»tfd)tt>ingen  fdjaun, 

3n  jeber  gorm,  in  jebem  SJtutb:  — 

S*  fab  fie  flromen  aug  in  58Jut, 

Wlit  toitbem  ©turmegmeer  im  £ampfe 

22 
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Strive  with  a swain  convulsive  motion, 

I 've  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 
Of  Sin  delirious  w ith  its  dread: 

But  these  were  horrors  — this  was  woe 
Unmix'd  with  such  — but  sure  and  slow: 
He  faded,  and  so  calm  and  meek, 

So  softly  worn,  so  sweetly  weak, 

So  tearless,  yet  so  tender  — kind, 

And  grieved  for  those  lie  left  behind; 
With  all  the  while  a cheek  whose  bloom 
Was  as  a mockery  of  the  tomb, 

Whose  tints  as  gently  sunk  away 
As  a departing  rainbow's  ray  — 

An  eye  of  most  transparent  light, 

That  almost  made  the  dungeon  bright. 
And  not  a word  of  murmur  — not 
A groan  o'er  his  untimely  lot,  — 

A little  talk  of  better  days, 

A little  hope  my  own  to  raise. 
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©d>wer  ringen  im  ©erjroetflunggframpfe, 
3d>  faf)  fte  auf  bem  ©ett  ber  ©unben 
3n  2Cngfl  jum  SDBaftnftnn  ftd>  entjtinben: 
©od)  waren  bag  nur  ©djrecEengbilber  — 
©teg  war  ein  2Bef)/  bag,  fret  bon  wilber 
Srregung,  nic&t  bem  ©dbrecEe  gtid)  — 
®od>  langfam,  letf  unb  ftc^er  fd)lid). 

Sr  fted)te,  bod)  fo  rul)tg,  gteid), 

@o  fanft  gefd)wad)t,  fo  lieblicf;  roetd), 

©o  tftranentog  unb  bod>  bemutfcig, 

©o  innig  jartlid),  fjerjenggiitig, 

Um  ®ie  fid)  garment  flitl  wefjmutbig, 

©ie  er  juriicE  l)ier  lie§  in  Cetb; 

Unb  all  bie  £eit 

SDtit  SDBangen  a*!  fo  roftg  fdjonen, 

©ie  bltif)enb  fcfcienen  ben  Sob  ju  fjofjnen, 
Unb  beren  lidjte,  retne  ^atben 
©o  Eaum  bemerEbar  fort  ftd>  ftafjlen, 

©o  (till  erbleic&enb  fanft  erftarben, 

2Bte  fdbeibenben  SRegenbogeng  ©trablcn  — 
SJtit  tfugen,  fo  Elaren,  glanjegbollen, 

©afi  fte  mit  ifjrer  SBlicf e 8eud)ten 
©ag  JferEerbunEel  fafl  berfd)eud)ten; 

Unb  of)ne  ®turren,  obne  ©rollen  — 

£ein  ©eufjer  unb  Eein  .Stageton, 

©ag  if)n  in  erfier  ©tutl)e  fd)on 
©eg  Sobeg  Ealte  #anb  getroffen  — 

Sin  Eur$  ©efptdd)  bon  beffern  Sagen, 

Unb  bann  unb  roann  ein  wenig  Jpoffen, 

Um  meing  ju  retten  bom  ©ersagen. 
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For  I was  sunk  ill  silence  — lost 
In  this  last  loss,  of  all  the  most ; 

And  then  the  sighs  he  would  suppress 
Of  fainting  nature’s  feebleness. 

More  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  and  less; 

1 listen'd,  but  I could  not  hear  — 

I call'd,  for  I was  wild  with  fear; 

I knew 't  was  hopeless,  but  my  dread 
Would  not  be  thus  admonished; 

1 call'd  and  thought  I heard  a sound  — 

I burst  my  chain  with  one  strong  bound, 
And  rush'd  to  him:  — I found  him  not, 

/ only  stirr'd  in  this  black  spot 

/ only  lived  — I only  drew 

The  accursed  breath  of  dungeon-dew'; 

The  last  — the  sole  — the  dearest  link 
Between  me  and  the  eternal  brink, 

Which  bound  me  to  my  failing  race, 

Was  broken  in  this  fatal  place. 

One  on  the  earth,  and  one  beneath  — 

My  brothers  — both  had  ceased  to  breathe. 
1 took  that  hand  which  lay  so  still, 

Alas!  my  own  was  full  as  chill; 

I hud  not  strength  to  stir,  or  strive, 
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Denn  allnerjmeifelnb  lag  mein  $erj 
3n  bumpfeg  ©djmeigen  fiuinpf  oerfunEen, 
83ertoren  — aufgelofi  — ertrunEen 
3n  biefem  lenten,  tieffien  ©cbmerj. 

Unb  bie  ec  nieber  ftetg  ju  jmingen 
©id)  bie  tiefen  ©eufjer  febmer 

Der  ftbminbenben  j?raft  im  SEobegringen, 

©ie  Eebrten  tn  immer  langern  spaufen 
Unb  murben  fcbroacbcr  unb  fdjmdcber  immer; 
3d)  borebte,  bod)  oetnabm  Sfticbtl  mebr  — 
3d)  febrie,  faft  toll  nor  gurebt  unb  ©raufen; 
3d)  mujjt’,  eg  mar  umfonft,  bod)  nimmer 
fiiefj  meine  2lngft  ft'cb  fo  nerbobnen; 

3d)  fdjrie  — ba,  bord)!  ein  leifeg  ©tobnen  — 
SDtit  einem  ftarEen  3tucE  jerbrad) 

Die  .Sett’  id),  fturjte  ju  ibm  — ad)! 

Gfg  mar  ju  fpat  — er  mar  nid)t  mebr, 

3 d)  flam’  allein  in  bie  9?ad)t  umber, 

3 <b  lebt’  allein  — i d>  fog  allein 
Del  j?erEerg  nerbajjten  SJlober  ein; 

Dag  lefcte  — bag  einj’ge  — bag  liebfle  SJanb, 
Dag  jmifeben  bier  unb  bem  emigen  Dort 
2ln  mein  gefunEen  ®efd)led)t  mid)  banb, 

(§g  lag  jerfiort  an  bem  graunnollen  Drt. 

21  u f (Srben  @iner,  unb  (Siner  b r i n — 

Die  S3ruber  mein  — a<b,  SSeibe  babin! 

3d)  nabm  bie  Ealte  J£>anb  in  meine, 

©ie  lag  fo  fiiU,  fo  regungglog  — 

2ld)!  meine  mar  fo  Ealt  mie  feine; 

(Srftarrt,  gebroeben,  bemegungglog. 
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But  felt  that  I was  still  alive  — 

A frantic  feeling,  when  we  know' 

That  what  we  love  shall  ne'er  be  so. 

I know  not  why 
I could  not  die, 

I had  no  earthly  hope  — but  faith. 

And  that  forbade  a selfish  death. 

9. 

What  next  befell  me  then  and  there 
I know  not  well  — I never  knew  — 

First  came  the  loss  of  light,  and  air, 

And  then  of  darkness  too: 

I had  no  thought,  no  feeling  — none  — 
Among  the  stones  I stood  a stone, 

And  was,  scarce  conscious  what  I wist. 

As  shrubless  crags  within  the  mist; 

For  all  was  blank,  and  bleak,  and  grey, 

It  was  not  night  — • it  was  not  day, 

It  was  not  even  the  dungeon-light, 

So  hateful  to  my  heavy  sight, 

But  vacancy  absorbing  space. 

And  fixedness  — without  a place; 

There  were  no  stars  — no  earth  — no  time 
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93ermo*t’  i*  nidbt,  mi*  ju  erfjeben, 

2)o*  i*,  bafl  i*  no*  am  Seben  — 

SBafmroigtg  Sullen,  menn  mir  miffen, 
2)ag  all  bag  Siebfle  ung  entriffen. 
©eltfam!  trog  biefem  l)erben 
@lenb  Bonnt’  i*  ni*t  flerben  — 

SOlein  irbif*  £offen  all  ierf*elit, 

SBlieb  mir  allein  auf  biefcr  SBelt 
2)er  ®laube  nur  — unb  ber  oerbot 
©elbfu*tig  feigen  Sob. 


9. 

2Bag  mi*  suna*ft  in  iener  ®ruft 
SBefiel,  eg  marb  mir  nie  re*t  Blar  — 

3uerfl  entf*manb  mir  8i*t  unb  2uft, 

Unb  bann  bag  2)unBel  gar: 

.Rein  2Bunf*en  — Beinen  ®ebanBen  — Bein 
®efiil)l  mef)r  in  erjlorbner  SBruft 
©tanb  unter  ©teinen  i*  ein  ©tein 
Unb  gti*,  Baum  meinet  felbfl  bemuft, 
©trau*Iofem  $elg  in  9!ebelbufi; 

2)enn  grau  mar  2lUeg,  ob’  unb  fafcl, 

®g  mar  ni*t  iJla*t  — eg  mar  ni*t  Sag, 

©elbjl  ni*t  bet  fo  berate  ©tral)l 
2)eg  j?erBerli*tg,  bag  nur  jut  dual 
3n  mein  meljmubeg  2fuge  bra*  — 

9tur  meite  Seere,  Sdaum=berni*tenb, 

@in  ©tarren  nur  — auf  9li*tg  ft*  ri*lenb; 
23erf*ollen  bie  ©terne  — bie  @rbe  — bie  3*it  — 
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No  check  — no  change  — no  good  — no  crime  — 
But  silence,  and  a stirless  breath 
Which  neither  w as  of  life  nor  death; 

A sea  of  stagnant  idleness. 

Blind,  boundless,  mate,  and  motionless! 


10 

A light  broke  in  upon  my  brain,  — 

It  was  the  carol  of  a bird: 

It  ceased,  and  then  it  came  again, 

The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard, 

And  mine  was  thankful  till  my  eyes 
Ran  over  with  the  glad  surprise, 

And  they  that  moment  could  not  see 
1 was  the  mate  of  misery ; 

But  then  by  dull  degrees  came  back 
My  senses  to  their  wonted  track, 

I saw  the  dungeon  walls  and  floor 
Close  slowly  round  ine  as  before, 

I saw  the  glimmer  of  the  sun 
Creeping  as  it  before  had  done. 

But  through  the  crevice  where  it  came 
That  bird  was  perch’d,  as  fond  and  tame, 
And  tamer  than  upon  the  tree; 

A lovely  bird,  with  azure  wings, 
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&'eine  Sugenb  — Eein  Cajlct  — Bern  GSludE  — Eein  Seib  — 
£ein  Srieb  — Eein  2EBed>fet  in  3eit  unb  9iatur  — 

(Sin  bleiern^fcbroereg  ©d^weigen  nur, 

(Sin  pulglog  2ftf)men  immerbar, 

2 5ag  roebet  Sob  nocb  2eben  roar; 

(Sin  spfubl  ber  Sragbeit  obn’  (Srregung, 

•Blinb,  uferlog,  ftumrn,  fonber  Stegung! 

10. 

(Sin  Cid&tftrabl  fiet  auf  rnitb  bemieber  — 

(Si  war  eineg  S36gleing  (Sang: 

(St  fcbroieg,  unb  bann  begann  er  roieber, 

2Sie  jaubrifd)  fufjer  nie  ein  .Klang 
(Sin  SJlenfdbenberj  burcbElungen; 

Unb  meineg  laufcbte  banEburcbbrungen, 

$8ig  »on  bem  fuf  uberrafcfienben  ®lucf 
2)ie  tfugen  mir  ubertbauten 
Unb  fo  ben  einen  TCugenblicE 
SUlein  2Bebgef<bicE  nid)t  fdbauten; 

2)od)  rourben  na<$  unb  nacb  bie  ©inne 
2)umpf  beg  ©eroobnten  roieber  inne, 

3<b  f«b  beg  J?erEerg  233aU  unb  Shot 
Sangfam  umengen  micb,  roie  immer, 

Scb  fab  bee  ©onne  fablen  ©dbtmmer 
3fm  ©runbe  Eriecben,  roie  juoor; 

SDodj  burcb  ben  ©paU,  roober  er  Earn, 

Slog  audj  bag  83oglein  — traut  unb  jabrn, 

5a,  jabmec  alg  in  2Balb  unb  tfu’n, 

Sin  83oglein,  rounberbolb  ju  febaun. 


Digitized  by  Google 


346 


And  song  that  said  a thousand  things, 

And  seem'd  to  say  them  all  for  me! 

I never  saw  its  like  before, 

I ne'er  shall  see  its  likeness  more: 

It  seem'd  like  me  to  want  a mate, 

But  was  not  half  so  desolate, 

And  it  was  come  to  love  me  when 
None  lived  to  love  me  so  again, 

And  cheering  from  my  dungeon's  brink, 

Had  brought  me  back  to  feel  aud  think. 

I know  not  if  it  late  were  free, 

Or  broke  its  cage  to  perch  on  mine, 

But  knowing  well  captivity. 

Sweet  bird!  I could  not  wish  for  thine! 

Or  if  it  w here,  in  winged  guise, 

A visitant  from  Paradise; 

For  — Heaven  forgive  that  thought!  the  while 
Which  made  me  both  to  weep  and  smile; 

I sometimes  deem'd  that  it  might  be 
My  brother's  sonl  come  down  to  me; 

But  then  at  last  away  it  flew, 

And  then 't  was  mortal  — well  I knew, 

For  he  would  never  thus  have  flown, 
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9Jtit  ajurblauen  ©cbwingen; 

©ein  Sieb  erjablte  oon  taufenb  ©ingen, 
Unb  fcfjien  ft'e  allc  nur  mir  ju  fingenl 
9tie  faf)  id)  feineg  ©leid&en  ebmalg 
97od)  werb'  id)’g  miebcr  feben  jemalg: 

©g  fd)ien,  alg  ob  aud)  feinet  ©eele, 

©leid)  meiner,  ber  ©enoffe  feble, 

©od>  war’g  nid)t  b«lb  fo  trofirto^  einfam; 
©g  war  geBommen,  mid)  ju  lieben, 

2Ug  aud>  nidbt  ©iner  mir  geblieben, 

SJlid)  fo  ju  lieben,  leibgemeinfam, 

Unb  wufjte  troftenb  mid)  ju  lenFen 
3urutP  jum  gu^len  unb  jum  ©enBen. 
9tid)t  wugt’  idb,  ob  eg  jungji  nod)  frei 
©ewefen,  ob  entflogen  fei 
TCug  feinern  JCaftg  in  meinen  bier; 

©od>  mar  td>  nur  ju  gut  eertraut 
SUlit  ^erFerbaft,  um,  33ogtein  traut! 

©in  gleidheg  2oog  ju  munfcben  bir!  — 

2£d>!  ober  ob’g  in  licbten  gtugeln 
©in  ©eiftergrufj  non  ©ben’g  Jpiigeln: 

©enn  — ©ott,  nergieb!  bag  id)  eg  bacbte, 
503ae>  glucBtid)  unb  traurig  madjte  — 
3umeilen  mabnt’  id b/  eg  Bonne  fein 
©ie  ©eele  beg  jungften  S3ruberg  mein, 

©ie  mieber  Febre  bei  mir  ein; 

©od)  enblicb  flog  eg  fort  — eg  mar 
©in  fierblid)  ©ing  — bag  fab  id)  Flar; 

©r  b«tte  fo  mid)  nid)t  oerlafTen, 

Unb  nicbt  jum  3weitenmal 
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And  left  me  twice  so  donblv  lone,  — 
Lone  — as  the  corse  within  its  shrond, 
Lone  — as  a solitary  cloud, 

A single  clond  on  a snnny  day, 

While  all  the  rest  of  heaven  is  clear, 

A frown  upon  the  atmosphere, 

That  hath  no  business  to  appear 
When  skies  are  blue,  and  earth  is  gay. 

11. 

A kind  of  change  came  in  my  fate, 

My  keepers  grew  compassionate; 

I know  not  what  had  made  them  so, 

They  were  innred  to  sights  of  woe, 

But  so  it  was:  — my  broken  chain 
With  links  unfasten'd  did  remain, 

And  it  was  liberty  to  stride 
Along  my  cell  from  side  to  side, 

And  up  and  down,  and  then  athwart. 

And  tread  it  over  every  part; 

And  round  the  pillars  one  by  one. 
Returning  where  my  walk  began, 
Avoiding  only,  as  I trod, 

My  brother's  graves  without  a sod; 

For  if  I thought  with  heedless  tread 
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3n  meiner  ^erbcn  Q.ual 
@o  jmiefacb  mid)  aUcin  gelaffen  — 
tfllein  — mie  forgnerfenEt  bie  8eid)e, 
tfUein  — mie  einfam  eine  bleicbe, 
33erlorne  2BolEe  fdbmimmt  im  S3lau, 
Snbeffen  ring§  burd^ftcfjtig  rein 
©er  tfetber  glanjt  im  ©trablenfcbein, 
©in  grollenber  ©djatten  am  Sidjtajur, 
©er  ganoid)  iiberflufft'g  nur, 

3Bo  frob  bie  ©rbe,  ber  #immet  blau. 


11. 

(Sin  2Bed)fel  Earn  in  mein  ©efdjicE: 
9Jtitleib  in  meiner  SBaditer  SSlicE; 

3d)  meifj  nid)t,  mie  e$  ibnen  Earn, 

©ie  bod)  gemobnt  an  2£ugen  noU  ©ram, 
3nbeffen  mar  eS  fo:  — fie  liefien 
©ie  Srud)fiitcEi©nben  meiner  ©ifen, 

©ie  mir  gelungen  ju  jerreifien, 

©o  bangen,  obne  fie  ju  fd)lief*en; 

3d)  Eonnte  frei  nad)  alien  ©eiten 
©urcb  meine  ftnflre  fdbreiten, 

S3alb  auf  unb  ab,  bann  in  bie  Quer, 

Unb  burd)  bie  fernjlen  SBinEel  manbern, 
©ie  spfeiter,  einen  nacb  bem  anbern, 
Umgebn  in  fteter  SDBieberfetjr ; 
2£u$meid)enb  fcbeu  ttermieb  ic&  bloS 
©ie  beiben  ©raber,  rafenloS; 

©enn  bad)t’  id)  bran,  mie  leid)t  nur  ein 
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My  step  profaned  their  lowly  bed, 

My  breath  came  gaspingly  and  thick, 

And  my  crush'd  heart  fell  blind  and  sick. 


12. 

I made  a footing  in  the  wall, 

It  was  not  therefrom  to  escape. 

For  I had  buried  one  and  all 
Who  loved  me  in  a human  shape; 

And  the  whole  earth  would  henceforth  be 
A wider  prison  nnto  me: 

No  child  — no  sire  — no  kin  had  I, 

No  partner  in  my  misery; 

I thought  of  this,  and  I was  glad, 

For  thought  of  them  had  made  me  mad ; 
But  I was  curious  to  ascend 
To  my  barr'd  windows,  and  to  bend 
Once  more,  upon  the  mountains  high, 

The  quiet  of  a loving  eye. 
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tfd)tlofeg  ©d)reiten  Bonn’  entroeifjn 
2)ag  niebrc  ©ett  ber  ©ruber  mein, 

5Dann  rang  ftd)  mit  (SrflicBent>fcbmer$ 
5Dlcin  Dbem  Erampfbaft  burd)  bie  J?ef)le, 
(§f>  wurbe  in  meiner  ©eele, 

Unb  elenb  mein  jermalmteg  ^>erj. 

12. 

25er  SOtauer  meineS  -fterEerwalleg 
ffiegann  id)  ©tufen  einjugraben, 

9lid)t,  bafj  id)  braug  entfliefjen  woUte  — 
Jpatt'  id)  bod)  ein  unb  alleg, 

2Bag  meinem  Jperjen  Ciebe  jotlte 
©on  SDienfdjen,  langft  begraben; 

SJlir  war  binfort  bie  Srbenflur 
Sin  grogereg  ©efangnifj  nur: 

3>cb  f>attc  weber  ©ater  — i?inb  — 

9?od)  greunb  — ©enoffen,  treu  geftnnt, 
Sn  meineg  Slenbg  9iad)t; 

Unb  troftenb  war  mir’g,  bieg  ju  benfen, 
®enn  ferner  Sieben  ju  gebenfen, 

JjJatte  jum  SBabnftnn  mid)  gebradit;  — 
Sftein,  nur  beg  genfterg  ©itterlocb 
SrBlimmen  wollt’  id),  einmal  nod) 

SJlit  2£ugen  fliller  ©ebnfud>t  trinfen 
®er  fernen  ©erge  JpeimatbwinEen. 
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13. 

1 saw  them  — and  they  were  the  same, 

They  were  not  changed  like  me  in  frame; 

I saw  their  thousand  years  of  snow 
On  high  — their  wide  long  lake  below, 

And  the  bine  Rhone  in  fullest  flow; 

I heard  the  torreuts  leap  and  gush 
O'er  channell'd  rock  and  broken  bush; 

1 saw  the  white  wall'd  distant  town, 

And  whiter  sails  go  skimming  down; 

And  then  there  was  a little  isle, 

Which  in  my  very  face  did  smile, 

The  only  one  in  view; 

A small  green  isle,  it  seem'd  no  more, 

Scarce  broader  than  my  dungeon  floor. 

But  in  it  there  were  three  tall  trees, 

And  o'er  it  blew  the  mountain  breeze, 

And  by  it  there  were  waters  flowing, 

And  on  it  there  were  young  flowers  growing, 
Of  gentle  breath  and  hue. 

The  lish  swam  by  the  castle  wall, 

And  they  seem'd  joyous  each  aud  all ; 

The  eagle  rode  the  rising  blast, 

Methought  he  never  flew  so  fast 
As  then  to  me  he  seem'd  to  fly, 
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13. 

3d)  fat)  fte!  — nod)  bie  2Ctten  ganj, 

SBerwanbelt  nid)t  in  gorm  unb  ©tana, 

— ©leid)  mir  — fat)  id)  fte  gruf ert ; 

3d)  faf)  ben  taufenbiatjrigen  ©dmee 
3u  Jpaupten  f)od)  — au  gufien 
©efd>miegt  ben  meiten,  langen  @ee, 

<Sat)  fiota  bie  btaue  Stfjone  flteficn; 

©iefibadje  t)ort’  id)  ftiiraen,  fd)ief?en, 

3n>ifd)en  gefnidten  Sufcften,  SBaumen 
Unb  t)ot)len  gelfenbnid)en  fd&aumen; 

©at)  fern  bie  weifie  ©tabt  ftd>  breiten, 

Unb  meiftre  Segel  bran  niebergleiten; 

Unb  natje  lag  ein  Gsitanb  Mein, 

>DaS  tacbte  mir  grab’  in’S  2Cug’  t)inein, 

<36  tag  ba  ganj  atlein; 

©in  gruneS  Snfeldjen,  minaig  nur, 

Jtaum  breiter  at#  bie  Jferferflur, 

SDocf)  ragten  t)od)  brei  tBaume  brin, 

Unb  SBergluft  roet)te  briiberfjin, 

Unb  rings  umfd>miegten  gtuttjen  weid) 

2>en  griinen  SEeppid),  an  SBlumen  reid), 

33on  aartem  SDuft  unb  <3d)ein. 

®ie  gifdfje  fdjmammen  am  gufj  beS  StBaUeS, 

Unb  rings  fo  fdfd)  unb  froblid)  2tUeS! 

®er  2(ar  ritt  ffcotj  auf  ©turmeSmebn, 

SfJlir  fcbien  id)  bait’  if)n  nie  gefef)n 
<So  fdjnetl  baS  SStau  burd)fd)iefien; 

23 
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And  then  new  tears  came  in  my  eye, 

And  I felt  troubled  — and  would  fain 
I had  not  left  my  recent  chain; 

And  when  I did  descend  again, 

The  darkness  of  my  dim  abode 
Fell  on  me  as  a heavy  load; 

It  was  as  is  a new-dug  grave, 

Closing  o'er  one  we  sought  to  save,  — 
And  yet  my  glance,  too  much  oppress'd. 
Had  almost  need  of  such  a rest. 

14. 

It  might  be  months,  or  years,  or  days, 

I kept  no  count  — I took  no  note, 

I had  no  hope  my  eyes  to  raise, 

And  clear  them  of  their  dreary  mote. 
At  last  men  came  to  set  me  free, 

I ask'd  not  why,  and  reck'd  not  where, 
It  was  at  length  the  same  to  me, 

Fetter'd  or  fetterless  to  be, 

I learn'd  to  love  despair. 
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Unb  neue  £btanen  id)  fliefjen, 
SOlir  warb  fo  bang  — id)  wunfd)te  faff, 
3d>  b^tte  nie  bie  bumpfe  SRaft 
33erlaflen  meiner  Jfettenlafi; 

Unb  at$  id)  ftieg  binunter  wt'cber, 
Srieten  beS  JterBerS  Sftoberluft 
Unb  ginfternijj  rote  f<bwere  2Bud)ten 
2fuf  SBrufl  unb  tfugenliber; 

<5S  war  wie  frife^  gegrabne  @ruft, 

©idj  fdjliefjenb  iiber  (Sinen  fdjwer, 

©cn  eben  wit  $u  retten  fuebten  — 

Unb  bennod)  war,  befdjwert  ju  febr 
50lit  bem  ©efdbauten,  mein  2iuge  fafl 
SSeburftig  einer  foldjen  Staft. 


14. 

war,  id)  weifj  e§  niebt  ju  fagen, 
sftad)  Sttonben,  Sabren,  ober  SEagen  — 

S»<b  gab  nid)t  2Cd)t  brauf,  jabtte  nirnmer, 

58licb  mir  both  Beiner  Jjjoffnung  ©cbimmer, 
2)ie  rnuben  tfugen  brauf  ju  riebten, 

Unb  fie  »om  triiben  ©taub  ju  lid)ten  — 

2)od>  man  erfebien  jule|t, 

Um  mir  bie  greibeit  anjuBunben; 

Sd)  fragte  nid)t,  au£  weld)en  ©ritnben, 

SKocb  wer  midj  frei  gefe^f, 

QS  war  jute^t  mir  einertei, 

©efeffelt  ober  feffetfrei, 

S«b  lernte  bie  S3erjweiflung  lieben; 

23* 
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Anil  thus  when  they  appear'd  at  last, 

And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  cast, 

These  heavy  walls  to  me  had  grown 
A hermitage  — and  all  my  own! 

And  half  I felt  as  they  were  come 
To  tear  me  from  a second  home: 

With  spiders  I had  friendship  made. 

And  watch'd  them  in  their  sullen  trade, 
Had  seen  the  mice  by  moonlight  play, 
And  why  should  I feel  less  than  they  '# 
We  were  all  inmates  of  one  place, 

And  I,  the  monarch  of  each  race. 

Had  power  to  kill  — yet,  strange  to  tell! 
In  quiet  we  had  learn'd  to  dwell  — 

My  very  chains  and  I grew  friends, 

So  much  a long  communion  tends 
To  make  us  what  we  are:  — even  I 
Regain'd  my  freedom  with  a sigh. 


Digitized  by  Google 


357 


@o  baf,  all  cnblf d£>  nun  fie  famen 
Unb  all  bte  SBanben  non  mir  naljmen, 
Scf)  lieber  mare  faft  geblieben: 

SJlir  roar  bte  (Snge  bel  .fterEerraaUel 
Tlfpl  gemorben  — mein  (Sin  unb  Mcl! 
SJlir  tear  ju  SOTutf),  all  ob  fte  tdmen, 
SDte  jmeite  Jpeimatfo  mir  ju  nebmen: 
ffiefreunbet  tdf>  mid)  ben  (Spinnen, 
SBetaufd)t  if)r  murrifd)el  SBeginnen, 

3m  SDtonbenfdjein  ber  SJlaufe  (Spiel; 
Unb  foUt’  icf>  nieftt  einmal  fo  niel 
©efufjl,  roie  biefe  jeigen? 

2Bir  mofynten  M’  in  einer  j£>aUe, 

3d)  all  Jperrfdjet  uber  2CUe, 

SDie  9Jlad)t,  ju  tobten  fte  — bod),  eigen! 
2Bit  fatten  uni  geroobnt,  bienteben 
3u  leben  nad)barlid)  in  grieben  — 
©elbfl  meine  ^etle  marb  mir  Iteb: 

®o  febr  mirb,  mal  uni  lange  blieb 
S3ereint,  uni  jut  9iatur:  — 

©elbfl  id)  nerlief  bie  ^erBerflur, 

Db  frei,  mit  einem  ©eufjer  nur. 
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THE  DREAM. 


1. 

Oar  life  in  twofold:  Sleep  bath  its  own  world, 

A boundary  between  the  things  misnamed 
Death  and  existence:  Sleep  hath  its  own  world. 
And  a wide  realm  of  wild  reality, 

And  dreams  in  their  developement  have  breath. 
And  tears,  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of  joy; 

They  leave  a weight  upon  our  waking  thoughts. 
They  take  a weight  from  off  our  waking  toils. 

They  do  divide  our  being:  they  become 
A portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time, 

And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity ; 

They  pass  like  spirits  of  the  past,  — they  speak 
Like  sibyls  of  the  future;  they  have  power  — 

The  Tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain; 

They  make  us  what  we  were  not  — what  they  will. 
And  shake  us  with  the  vision  that's  gone  by, 

The  dread  of  vanish'd  shadows  — Are  they  so? 

Is  not  the  past  all  shadow?  What  are  they? 
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lift  Ifcraum. 

i* 

3tt?iefac^  ift  unfer  Geben;  unfer  ©cbfaf 
Jpat  feine  eigne  2BeU,  ein  ©renjgebiet 
3wifcben  ben  2)ingen,  falfcblicb  &ob  unb  ©ein 
SSenannt:  bet  ©cblaf  bat  feme  eigne  2Belt, 

©in  weiteg  SReidfo  »oU  wiiber  2Birfli<b!eit; 

Unb  unfre  Sraumgebilbe  baben  £)bem 

Unb  Sbranen,  Dualen  unb  ©efuf)t  bet  greube; 

©ie  briicfen  tafienb  auf  ben  watben  ©eift, 

©ntbeben  ung  bet  Safi  bet  wacben  SOtiibfat; 

©ie  tbeiien  unfer  ©afein,  werben  felbft 
©in  Sbeil  non  unferm  ©ein  unb  unfrer  3eit, 

Unb  gteicben  SBoten  aug  bet  ©wigleit; 

©ie  jiefjn  norbei  wie  ©eijler  beg  S3ergangnen  — 

©ie  fpredben  wie  ©ibpllen  non  ber  3u?unft, 

Unb  bcrtfdben  unumf<branJt  ob  greub’  unb  Seib; 

©ie  madden  ung  ju  bem,  wag  nie  wit  waten  — 

3u  allem,  wag  fie  wollen,  unb  erfdbuttern 
SDtit  SSilbern  ung  oergangnet  3eit,  bem  ©raun 
S3or  langfi  entfcbwunbnen  ©<batten  — ©inb  fte  bag? 
3ft  bie  33ergangenbeit  nicf>t  all  ein  ©fatten? 

2Sag  finb  benn  fie?  beg  ©eifteg  ttuggeburten?  — 
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Creations  of  the  mind?  — The  mind  can  make 
Substance,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 
With  beings  brighter  than  have  been,  and  give 
A breath  to  forms  w hich  can  outlive  all  flesh. 

I would  recall  a vision  which  I dream'd 
Perchance  in  sleep  — for  in  itself  a thought, 

A slumbering  thought,  is  capable  of  years, 

And  cnrdles  a long  life  into  one  hour. 

2. 

I saw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 
Standing  npon  a hill,  a gentle  hill, 

Green  and  of  mild  declivity,  the  last 

As  "t  were  the  cape  of  a long  ridge  of  such, 

Save  that  there  was  no  sea  to  lave  its  base, 

But  a most  living  landscape,  and  the  wave 
Of  woods  and  cornlields,  and  the  abodes  of  men 
Scatter’d  at  intervals,  and  wreathing  smoke 
Arising  from  such  rustic  roofs;  — the  hill 
Was  crown'd  w ith  a peculiar  diadem 
Of  trees,  in  circular  array,  so  fix'd, 

Not  by  the  sport  of  nature,  but  of  man: 

These  two,  a maiden  and  a youth,  were  there 
Gazing — the  one  on  all  that  was  beneath 
Fair  as  herself — but  the  boy  gazed  on  her; 
And  both  were  young  — and  one  was  beautiful: 
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3Der  ®eifi  Bann  ©toff  erfdhaffen,  Bonn  tie  ©terne 
Sflit  ©efen  uberirb’fcbm  8id)t$  bebolBern 
Unb  £)bem  baudjen  in  fo  fd)bne  ftormen, 

25afj  alleS  gteifd)  ibr  3auber  ubcrbauert.  — 
3urticEbefd)Sodren  mod)t’  id)  ein  ®eftd)t, 

>Da<>  id)  getraumet  jtingft,  bieUeicbt  im  ©djtaf  — 
2)enn  ein  ®ebanFe,  ein  ®ebanB’  im  &raum, 
i?ann  in  ftd)  felbft  ber  Sabre  oicl  umfaffen, 

Unb  brangt  in  cine  ©tunb’  cin  longed  Scbcn. 


2. 

3d)  faf)  jraei  ©efen  in  ber  Sugenb  S3tutf)e 
3fuf  cinem  fonnig  griinen  Jj>uget  ftebn, 

2)er,  fanftgemolbt,  al$  letter  trat  berbor, 

3C(i>  Sap  bon  ciner  langen  ^>ug ctBcttc; 

SKur  bafi  Bcin  SDteer  ummogte  feinen 
®od)  cine  reid>e,  lebenSbotle  8anbf<baft, 

Scr  SBalber  unb  ber  JCorngeftlbe  2Bogen 
Unb  Jjoaufergruppen,  malerifdb  jerftreut, 

Unb  Braufetnb  SRaud)  aut>  tanbtid)  ftiUen  Jputten;  — 
Unb  jenen  Jptiget  Bronte  fonberbar 
Sin  BreiSgeformteb  >Diabem  bon  SSaumen, 
?ftaturfpiel  nid)t,  bon  9Jlenfd)en  fo  gepflanjt. 

Unb  jene  3mei,  ein  .ftnab’  unb  eine  Sungfrau, 

©ie  ftanben  bort  in  fiiUeS  ©ebaun  berfunBen  — 
SJtabcben  bticfte  meit  binab  jur  Canbfcbaft, 

SDie  brunten  blubte,  liebtid)  mie  fte  felbft  — 

>Der  J?nabe  aber  febaute  nur  auf  ©ie; 

Unb  23eibe  waren  jung,  unb  Sin$  mar  febbn  ; 
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And  both  were  young  — yet  not  alike  in  youth. 

As  the  sweet  moon  on  the  horizon's  verge, 

The  maid  was  on  the  eve  of  womanhood; 

The  boy  had  fewer  summers,  but  his  heart 
Had  far  outgrown  his  years,  and  to  his  eye 
There  was  but  one  beloved  face  on  earth, 

And  that  was  shining  on  him;  he  had  look'd 
Upon  it  till  it  could  not  pass  away ; 

He  had  no  breath,  no  being,  but  in  hers, 

She  was  his  voice;  he  did  not  speak  to  her, 

But  trembled  on  her  words;  she  was  his  sight, 
For  his  eye  follow'd  hers,  and  saw  with  hers. 
Which  colour'd  all  his  objects ; — he  had  ceased 
To  live  within  himself;  she  was  his  life. 

The  ocean  to  the  river  of  his  thoughts. 

Which  terminated  all:  upon  a tone, 

A touch  of  hers,  his  blood  would  ebb  and  flow. 
And  his  cheek  change  tempestuously  — his  heart 
Unknowing  of  its  cause  of  agony. 

But  she  in  these  fond  feelings  had  no  share: 

Her  sighs  were  not  for  him;  to  her  he  was 
Even  as  a brother  — but  no  more;  't  was  much. 
For  brotherless  she  was,  save  in  the  name 
Her  infant  friendship  had  bestow'd  on  him; 
Herself  the  solitary  scion  left 
Of  a time-honour' d race.  — It  was  a name 
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Unb  SBeibe  jung  — bocb  ni<bt  oon  gleid)er  Sugcnb. 
2Bie  tief  am  Jporijont  ber  f)otbe  SJlonb, 

(So  fianb  bie  SDtaib  in  ibreg  Cenjeg  2Cbenb; 

&er  £nabe  roar  jroar  jungcr,  bod)  fcin  d?erj 
3Bar  feinen  Sabren  roeit  oorauggeetlt, 

(Sein  2luge  fab  nut  e in  geliebteg  2lntli§ 

3Cuf  Gsrben  — unb  im  (Slanj  beffelben  fonnt’  er 
<Sid)  eben  et  eg  angefdjaut, 

58il  feinet  (Seel’  eg  nid)t  mebr  fdjroinben  fonnte. 
<5g  gab  Eein  Seben  mebr  fur  ibn,  fein  tltbmen, 
■2flg  nur  in  ibrem;  fie  roar  feine  (Stimme: 

@t  fan!  »or  ibr  in  feligeg  S3erftummen, 

2Do<b  jebem  ibrer  2Borte  roonnig 
(Srjittern  aU  fein  Jperj;  fie  roar  fein  SBlicf: 

©ein  2luge  folgte  ibrern,  fab  mit  ibrem, 

2)ag  fdroner  ibm  bie  SBelt  unb  reiner  farbte:  — 
(St  lebte  nid)t  mebr  in  ftd>  felbfi;  fie  roar 
©ein  8eben,  roar  flit  feineg  ©enfeng  ©trom 
£>er  Dcean,  fein  ganjeg  ©ein  umfcbtte&enb; 

@in  Son  non  ibr,  ein  fanfter  JpanbebrucE 
Ocrregte  all  fein  33lut  ju  gflutb  unb  @bbe 
Unb  b*cf  ber  SEBangen  Sfarbe  fiurmifd)  roedjfein  — 
©ein  d?erj  begriff  nid>t,  roag  eg  beben  macbte. 
SDod)  tbeilte  fie  fold)  jartlid)  gublen  nid)t: 

3b r ©eufser  gait  nid)t  ibm;  ibr  roar  er  nur 
2l(g  roie  ein  S5ruber  — mebr  nid)t;  bag  roar  oiel, 
©a  bruberlog  fie,  aujier  in  bem  Stamen, 

®en  ibrer  Jtinbbeit  greunbfcbaft  ibm  gegeben; 

©ie  felbft  fianb  einfam  alg  ber  lefcte  ©profiling 
tlug  einem  altebrrourbigen  ©efdjlecbt.  — 
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Which  pleased  him,  ami  yet  pleased  him  not — and  why? 
Time  (aught  him  a deep  answer  — when  she  loved 
Another;  even  noir  she  loved  another, 

And  on  the  summit  of  that  hill  she  stood 
Looking  afar  if  yet  her  lover's  steed 
Kept  pace  with  her  expectancy,  and  flew. 


3. 

A change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream, 

There  was  an  ancient  mansion,  and  before 
Its  walls  there  was  a steed  caparison'd: 

Within  an  antique  Oratory  stood 

The  Boy  of  whom  I spake;  — he  was  alone, 

And  pale,  and  pacing  to  and  fro ; anon 
He  sate  him  down,  and  seized  a pen,  and  traced 
Words  w hich  I could  not  guess  of;  then  he  loan'd 
His  bow'd  head  on  his  hands,  and  shook  as't  were 
With  a convulsion  — then  arose  again, 

And  with  his  teeth  and  quivering  hands  did  tear 
What  he  had  written,  but  he  shed  no  tears. 

And  he  did  calm  himself,  and  fix  his  brow 
Into  a kind  of  quiet:  as  he  paused, 

The  Lady  of  his  love  re-enter'd  there; 

She  was  serene  and  smiling  then,  and  yet 

She  knew  she  w as  by  him  beloved,  — she  knew, 

For  quickly  comes  such  know  ledge,  that  his  heart 
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Gig  mar  ein  9iame,  ber  ifym  woblgefiel, 

Unb  bod)  aud)  nid)t  geFiel  — aug  melcbem  ©runb? 
2>ie  3«it  gab  i&m  nerbdngnijjfdnoere  2Cntmort  — 
1CI$  cincm  tfnbern  fte  gefcfeenEt  ibr  Jperj; 

Unb  eben  jefjt  acb!  liebte  fte  ben  2lnbern, 

Unb  fpdtjte  non  bem  Jpugel  bort  5ut  gerne, 

£)b  beg  ©etiebten  3tofi  fo  flitgelfcbnell, 

2Bie  if)re  ©ef)nfud)t,  iftr  entgegeneile. 

3. 

Gin  SOBanbel  Bam  in  rneineg  SEraumeg  ®eifl. 

2)a  flanb  ein  altertljumlidb  Jperrenfjaug, 

Unb  nor  ber  SJlauer  ein  gejaumteg  SRofh 
Sn  einem  alten  SBetfaal  ftanb  ber  Jfnabe, 

33on  bem  id>  fprad);  — er  mar  atlein  unb  bleid), 
Unb  fdjritt  bie  JpaUe  ftnnenb  auf  unb  ab: 

►Jumeilen  fe$t’  er  fid),  nabm  eine  geber 
Unb  fd)r ieb,  in  2Borten,  bie  mir  Stdtfjfel  roaren; 
2>ann  fanB  er  mit  bem  Jpaupt  auf  beibe  #anbe 
Unb  judfte  fdjaubernb,  mie  in  jdljem  .ftrampf  — 
>Dann  fprang  er  roieber  auf,  unb  fxebrifd)  jitternb 
IJerrifi  er  mit  ben  IJaljnen  unb  benJpanben, 

253ag  er  gefd)rieben,  — abet  oljne  Sbrdnen. 

SDann  fud)t’  er  ft'd)  su  faffen,  jroang  fein  2lntlig 
Sn  eine  2Crt  non  Dtuf):  in  biefer  ^3aufe 
SErat  ptbfclid)  ein  bie  SDame  feineg  Jperjeng; 

2fuf  if)rem  tfntlifc  firat)lte  ^eitreg  8dd)eln, 

Unb  bennod)  roufjte  fte,  baft  er  fte  liebte  — 

@ie  mufjte,  benn  fold)  Stiffen  fommet  fdjneU, 
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Was  darken'd  with  her  shadow,  and  she  saw 
That  he  was  wretched,  but  she  saw  not  all. 
lie  rose  and  with  a cold  and  gentle  grasp 
He  took  her  hand:  a moment  o'er  his  face 
A tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Was  traced,  and  then  it  faded,  as  it  came; 

He  dropp'd  the  hand  he  held,  and  with  slow  steps 
Retired,  but  not  as  bidding  her  adieu. 

For  they  did  part  with  mutual  smileB  ; he  pass'd 
From  out  the  massy  gate  of  that  old  Hall, 

And  mounting  on  his  steed  he  went  his  way; 

And  ne'er  repass'd  that  hoary  threshold  more. 


4. 

A change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  Boy  was  sprung  to  manhood:  in  the  wilds 
Of  fiery  climes  he  made  himself  a home, 

Aud  his  Soul  drank  their  sunbeams:  he  was  girt 
With  strange  and  dusky  aspects;  he  was  not 
Himself  like  what  he  had  been;  on  the  sea 
And  on  the  shore  he  was  a wanderer; 

There  was  a mass  of  many  images 
Crowded  like  waves  upon  me,  but  he  was 
A part  of  all;  and  in  the  last  he  lay 
Reposing  from  the  noontide  sultriness, 

Couch'd  among  fallen  columns,  in  the  shade 
Of  ruin'd  walls  that  had  survived  the  names 
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£>ag  tief  ibr  ©fatten  if)m  bag  Jperj  umnadjtet, 
©ie  fab  fein  (Slenb  — bocf>  fie  fab  nidjt  2lUeS. 
Unb  fid)  erbebenb  nal>m  er  fait,  bod)  fanft 
©ie  bei  ber  Jpanb;  auf  ttugenblicBe  roar 
Tluf  feinem  tfntlifc  eine  eb’cne  SEafel 
Unfaglid)et  ©ebanBen  eingegraben  — 

Unb  roieber  fdjnell  nerroifd>t,  roie  fie  geBommen. 
(5c  lies  bic  Jpanb  entgteiten,  bie  ec 
Unb  roanbte  fid)  mit  langfam  ftiUen  ©d>ritten, 
SDod)  nid)t,  alS  ob  er  2Cbfd>ieb  non  ibr  ndbme  — 
©ie  fdjieben  ja  mit  gegenfeit’gem  Cacfieln; 

(Sr  fd>ritt  butdj’S  b°be  SE£)oc  ber  alien  #aUe; 
©ein  Slog  befteigenb  ritt  er  feiner  ©trafen 
Unb  Bebrte  nie  $u  jenet  biifiern  ©dnneUe. 


4. 

(Silt  SDBanbel  Bam  in  meineS  £raume$  ©eift. 
•Dec  .Knabe  mac  ein  SJtann : bie  aBiiftenein 
2)er  beigcn  3onen  roaren  |e^t  if)m  Jpeimatb, 
Unb  feine  ©eele  tranB  ibr  ©onnengliibn; 

©ein  Seben  roar  umringt  non  rounberfamen, 
97ad)tbunBeln  SMlbern;  er  roar  felbft  ein  2lnbrer, 
Unftdter  ^Jilger  iibec  SDleer  unb  Canb.  — 

(Sin  GbaoS  mannigfadjer  S3ilber  fdjrootl 
©teid)  SDBogen  auf  mid)  ein,  er  aber  roar, 

(Sin  S£f)cil  non  alien;  in  bem  lefcten  lag  er, 
TluSrubenb  non  be$  SDtittagS  bumpfer  ©d>route, 
©ebettet  jroifdjen  moofgen  ©dulentrummern, 
3m  ©djatten  Idngft  nerroitterten  ©emduerS, 
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Of  those  who  rear'd  them;  by  his  sleeping  side 
Stood  camels  grazing,  and  some  goodly  steeds 
Were  fasten'd  near  a fountain;  and  a man 
Clad  in  a flowing  garb  did  w atch  the  while. 
While  many  of  his  tribe  slumber'd  around: 
And  they  were  canopied  by  the  blue  sky. 

So  cloudless,  clear,  and  purely  beautiful, 

That  God  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  Heaven. 


5. 

A change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  Lady  of  his  love  was  wed  with  One 
Who  did  not  love  her  better:  — in  her  home, 

A thousand  leagues  from  his,  — her  native  home, 
She  dwelt,  begirt  with  growing  Infancy, 

Daughters  and  sons  of  Beauty,  — but  behold! 

Upon  her  face  there  was  the  tint  of  grief, 

The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife, 

And  an  unquiet  drooping  of  the  eye 

As  if  its  lid  were  charged  with  unshed  tears. 

What  could  her  grief  be?  — she  had  all  she  loved. 
And  he  who  had  so  loved  her  was  not  there 
To  trouble  with  bad  hopes,  or  evil  wish, 
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®ag  ber  Srbauer  Seamen  iiberlebt; 

.ftameele  graften  an  be§  ©cblaferg  ©eitc, 

Unb  eble  Sdoffe  ftanben  fefigeEniipft 
33ei  einer  Eluelle;  unb  ein  SDtann,  beEleibet 
©tit  einem  meiten,  matlenben  ©emanb, 

Jpielt  2Bad)t  bei  nieten  ©tannern  feineg  ©tammeg, 
jDie  ringg  umber  in  tiefem  ©drummer  lagen:  — 
Sbr  £3albacbin  bet  blaue  Jpimmelgbogen, 

©o  molEenloS,  fo  Elar  unb  l>eilig  fcbon, 

SDafi  ©ott  aUein  im  Jpimmel  mat  ju  fcbaun. 

5. 

©in  SBanbel  Earn  in  meineg  SEraumeg  ©eift. 
jDie  Same  feinet  Siebe  mat  oermdbtt 
©tit  ©inem,  ber  nlcbt  mdrmer  ibt  ergebcn:  — 

Sfn  ibret  Jpeimatb,  taufenb  ©teiten  fern 
S3on  ibm  — in  ibrem  oaterlicben  Jpaug, 

JDort  lebte  fie,  umringt  non  blub’nben  .Kinbern, 
S3on  JEdcbtern,  ©obnen,  lieblidj  fcbon,  — bod>  fieb! 
2luf  ibrem  tfntlifc  lag  bie  ©acbt  beg  ©ramg, 

<Der  ftarre  ©fallen  eineg  innern  Jtampfg; 

©in  untaftbangeg  ©enEen  ibret  tlugen, 

3Clg  maren  beren  Siber  uberburbet 
©tit  tiefoerfiecEten,  unnergoffnen  £branen. 

SBag  Eonnt’  ibr  Summer  feinV  — fie  f>atte  tilled, 
2Boran  in  Siebe  ibre  ©eele  bing, 

Unb  er,  bet  einjl  fo  innig  fie  geminnt, 

©r  mat  nidjt  ba,  urn  mit  oerbotner  Jpoffnung, 

©tit  fiinb’gem  2Bunf<b  unb  fcblecbt  nerbeblter  Siebe 
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Or  ill-repress'd  affection,  her  pure  thoughts. 

What  could  her  grief  be?  — she  had  loved  him  not. 
Nor  given  him  cause  to  deem  himself  beloved. 

Nor  could  he  be  a part  of  that  which  prey'd 
Upon  her  mind  — a spectre  of  the  past. 


6. 


A change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  Wanderer  was  return'd,  — I saw  him  stand 
Before  an  Altar  — with  a gentle  bride; 

Her  face  was  fair,  but  was  not  that  w hich  made 
The  Starlight  of  his  Boyhood ; — as  he  stood 
Even  at  the  altar,  o'er  his  brow  there  came 
The  selfsame  aspect,  and  the  quivering  shok 
That  in  the  antique  Oratory  shoock 
His  bosom  in  its  solitude ; and  then  — 

As  in  that  hour  — a moment  o'er  his  face 

The  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 

Was  traced,  — and  then  it  faded  as  it  came, 

And  he  stood  calm  and  quiet,  and  he  spoke 
The  fitting  vows  but  heard  not  his  own  words. 

And  all  things  reel'd  around  him;  he  could  see 

Not  that  which  was,  nor  that  which  should  have  been  — 

But  the  old  mansion,  and  the  accustom'd  hall, 

And  the  remember'd  chambers,  and  the  place, 

The  day,  the  hour,  the  sunshine,  and  the  shade, 
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ftoren  farer  ©eete  reinen  ffrieben. 

2Ba§  roa r far  ©ram?  - fie  l>att’  fan  nie  geliebt, 
nte  fceranlagt,  ftfa  geliebt  $u  roaljnen; 

<Sr  Eonnte  nimmer  fein  ein  Sfjeil  bon  bem, 

2Bag  jetjrenb  lag  auf  farer  rounben  ©eete  — 

<5tn  ©eifierfdjatten  bee  23ergangenf)eit. 

6. 

Gin  SEBanbel  Earn  in  meineg  SraumeS  ©eif}. 

®er  2Banbrer  roar  batjeim.  - Sfa  faf>  fan  ftef)n 
S3ot  bem  2tltar  — mit  einer  fjolben  SBraut; 

©ebon  roar  far  2fntlfa,  bod)  eS  roar  nid)t  jene<§, 
23ag  feiner  tfnabenjeit  atS  ©tern  geleucfctet;  — 
Unb  am  2(itare  jle&enb  uberfiel 
Siefelbe  SSldflTe  feine  ©tirn,  burdjjucEt’  fan 
®erfelbe  Jframpf,  ber  in  bem  alien  SSetfaat 
<Sein  einfam  £erj  burfafcfcuttert;  unb  bann  roar  — 
2Bie  bajumal  — fur  einen  XugenblicE 
Tfuf  feinem  Tfngeffdfit  bie  e&’me  £afet 
Unfaglicfter  ©ebanEen  eingegraben  — 

Unb  roieber  ffanell  berroifdfa,  roie  fie  geEommen; 
©efa0t  unb  nfaig  flanb  er,  far  ad)  ben  @ib, 

®od)  f)6rte  feine  eignen  SDBorte  nid>t, 

Unb  rottbelnb  brelfae  fid)  urn  fan  bie  2Belt. 

©r  Eonnte  roeber  fef)n,  roaS  roirElid)  roar, 

9?od)  ba$,  roaS  Ijatte  fallen  fein  — bod)  afa! 

®ag  alte  ©d)lo&,  bie  oftbetretne  Jj?alle, 

SDie  altbeEannten  3imnter  unb  ber  $pia$, 

2)er  £ag,  bie  ©tunbe,  ©onnenfd)ein  unb  ©fatten, 
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All  things  pertaining  to  that  place  and  hoar, 

And  her  who  was  his  destiny,  came  back 

And  thrust  themselves  between  him  and  the  light: 

What  business  had  they  there  at  such  a time? 


7. 

A change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Lady  of  his  love  — Oh!  she  was  changed 
As  by  the  sickness  of  the  soul;  her  mind 
Had  wander'd  from  its  dwelling,  and  her  eyes 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
Which  is  not  of  the  earth  ; she  was  become 
The  queen  of  a fantastic  realm;  her  thoughts 
Were  combinations  of  disjointed  things; 

And  forms  impalpable  and  nnperceived 
Of  other's  sight  familiar  were  to  hers. 

And  this  the  world  calls  frenzy;  but  the  wise 
Have  a far  deeper  madness,  and  the  glance 
Of  melancholy  is  a fearful  gift; 

What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth? 

Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  fantasies, 

And  brings  life  near  in  utter  nakedness, 
Making  the  cold  reality  too  real! 
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Unb  TftteS,  wa§  bcm  Drt  unb  ienet  ©tunbe 
Unb  3bt,  bie  fein  S3erbangnifj,  angeborte:  — 
SDaS  7(Ue$  flieg  cmpor  unb  warf  ficb  jwifcfeen 
Sa6  8idf>t  unb  ibn;  — wa(>  fatten  biefe  Singe 
3u  tbun  an  jenern  Drt,  ju  folder  3«it? 

7. 

(Sin  2Banbel  Barn  in  meineS  £raume$  ©eift. 
©ie,  bie  er  tiebte  — o!  fie  war  berwanbelt 
2H6  wie  geBnicEt  burcb  fd&wereS  ©eelenffecbtbum; 
3b*  titter  ©eijl:  war  feiner  JjouU’  entflobn. 

Set  Tfugen  angeborner  ®lanj  ertofcben, 

Unb  nur  geblieben  jener  tiefe  23IicE, 

Ser  nidjt  bon  biefet  2Bett;  fie  fjerrfcbte  je^t 
3En  einem  Steicb  pftantaftifcfier  ©ebitbe; 

3b*  SenBen  war  ein  TCneinanberreib’n 
23on  Singen,  wiberfprecbenb,  unbereinbar; 
©ejtalten,  nie  erBannt,  erblicBt  bon  Ttnbern, 

©ie  waren  ibrem  innern  SBItdB  33ertraute. 

Srrfinn  nennt  bie$  bie  2Bett,  bodj  tiefer  weit 
Sft  weifer  SJtenfcben  Sffiabnfinn,  unb  ber  SSlicB 
Set  ©cfjwermutf)  ift  ein  furdbterlicb  ©efdjenB; 
2Bae>  ijt  er,  ati>  ber  2Babrf)eit  £ele§cop 
SaS  ibren  $>bontafieen  bie  Sferne  nimmt, 

Unb  nab  ba$  8eben  riidft  in  ganjer  9tacBtbeit, 
Sie  Batte  SBirBlicbBeit  ju  wirBtidb  jeigenb! 
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8. 

A change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  Wanderer  was  alone  as  heretofore, 

The  beings  which  surrouuded  him  were  gone. 

Or  were  at  war  with  him;  he  was  a mark 
For  blight  and  desolation,  compass'd  round 
With  Hatred  and  Contention ; Pain  was  mix'd 
In  all  which  was  served  up  to  him,  until, 

Like  to  the  Pontic  monarch  of  old  days, 

He  fed  on  poisons,  and  they  had  no  power, 

But  were  a kind  of  nutriment;  he  lived 
Through  that  which  had  been  death  to  many  men. 
And  made  him  friends  of  mountains:  with  the  stars 
And  the  quick  Spirit  of  the  Universe 
He  held  his  dialogues;  and  they  did  teach 
To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries; 

To  him  the  book  of  Night  was  open'd  wide. 

And  voices  from  the  deep  abyss  reveal'd 
A marvel  and  a secret  — Be  it  so. 


My  dream  was  past;  it  had  no  further  change. 

It  was  of  a strange  order,  that  the  doom 
Of  these  two  creatures  should  be  thus  traced  out 
Almost  like  a reality  — the  one 
To  end  in  madness  — both  in  misery. 
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8. 

(Sin  SBanbel  fam  in  meineg  Sraumeg  ©eifh 
SDer  SDBanbrer  jtanb  oertafien  tt»ic  jueor; 

2Me  SBefen  urn  ifjn  ber,  fie  waren  tbeilg 
©eflofjen,  in  offnem  i?ampf  mit  if)m; 

(Sr  war  ein  3id  fur  glud)  unb  fiir  33ernid)tung, 
Umbrangt  eon  Jpaii  unb  3?einbfd)aft;  bittrc  $)ein 
SBar  TfUem  beigemifdjt,  wag  er  genofi, 

33ig  er,  bem  J£>errfd)er  gteid)  beg  atten  $)ontug, 
S3on  ©iften  tebte,  bie  bie  jfraft  oerloren, 

3f)m  nur  alg  eine  2Crt  bon  Sftafyrung  bienten: 
2Bag  Saufenben  ben  Sob,  bag  gab  if)rrt  Seben; 
25ie  SBergegriefen  mad)t’  er  fid)  ju  greunben, 

Unb  feine  3wiefprad)  f>ielt  er  mit  ben  ©ternen 
Unb  mit  beg  Unitterfumg  regem  ©eifi; 

©ie  lefyrten  ibm  if>r  tief  gjtijfierium; 

Shut  war  bag  25ud)  ber  9tad)t  geoffnet  weit, 
25eg  tiefen  Tfbgrunbg  ©timmen  tbaten  Bunb  ifjm 
©in  SBunber  unb  ©ef)eimni(j  — ©ei  eg  fo. 


9. 

SDtein  Sraurn  toerfdftwanb;  fein  SBanbel  folgte  mefjr. 
©eltfam!  baf  biefer  beiben  SBefen  ©djictfal 
Sn  fotd>er  2frt  oorfier  oerfunbigt  warb, 
gaft  wie  bie  SBirEtidiBeit  — unb  bafi  bag  (Sine 
3n  SBaijnfinn  enben  mufjte  — S3eib’  in  ©lenb. 
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DARKNESS. 

I had  a dream,  which  was  not  all  a dream. 

The  bright  sun  wan  extinguish'd,  and  the  stars 
Did  wander  darkling  in  the  eternal  space, 

Rayless,  and  pathless,  and  the  icy  earth 
Swung  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moonless  air; 

Morn  came  and  went  — and  caine,  and  brought  no  day. 
And  men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 
Of  this  their  desolation;  and  all  hearts 
Were  chill'd  into  a selfish  prayer  for  light. 

And  they  did  live  by  watchlircs  — and  the  thrones. 
The  palaces  of  crowned  kings  — the  huts, 

The  habitations  of  all  things  which  dwell, 

Were  burnt  for  beacons;  cities  were  consumed, 

And  men  were  gather'd  round  their  blazing  homes 
To  look  once  more  into  each  other's  face; 

Happy  were  those  who  dwelt  within  the  eye 
Of  the  volcanos,  and  their  mountain-torch; 

A fearful  hope  was  all  the  world  contain'd: 

Forests  w’ere  set  on  fire  — but  hour  by  hour 
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SJtir  traumte  jiingil,  n>a$  root)t  nicbt  ganj  nut  Sraurn: 
£>ie  Sonne  war  erlofdjen,  unb  bie  Sterne 
®urd)wanberten  ben  ew’gen  SRaurn  im  ®un!el, 
Straf)Uo8  unb  pfabtoil,  unb  bet  eif8c  GcrbbaU 
Jptng  blinb  unb  fd)n>ar}  in  monboertaffner  fcuft; 

SDer  5EJtorgen  fam  unb  ging  — bod)  tt>arb’8  nid)t  Sag; 
Sim  SobeSgrauen  biefer  SEBeltoerobung 
S3ergafi  bie  5Jtenfd)i)eit  iftret  8eibenfd)aften, 

Unb  2£llet  Jperjen  maren  bumpf  erjtarrt 
3m  eigennufcigen  ©ebet  um  8id)t. 

Sie  lebten  bei  2Bad)tfeuern  nur  — unb  SEbrone, 
©efronter  JConige  $)aUdfte  — Jputten 
S3erbrannten  al$  8eud)tfeuer;  Stabte  flurjten, 

Unb  bidjtgebrangt  umEauerten  bie  SJtenfdben 
Sf)t  flammenlobernb  ^etmatb)Xtcf> 

Sftod)  einmat  fid)  in’(>  2fngeftd)t  ju  fe&n. 

Unb  gturflid)/  wet  bent  2Cuge  bet  SBuIfane 
Unb  if)ter  58erge8fad?et  nat)e  roof)nte; 

S^ur  eine  bange  Jpoffnung  blieb  ber  3Belt: 

SJtan  jledte  SBdtber  an  — bod)  Stunb’  um  Stunbe 
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They  fell  and  faded  — and  the  crackling  trunks 
Extinguish'd  with  a crash  — and  all  was  black. 

The  brows  of  men  by  the  despairing  light 

Wore  an  unearthly  aspect,  as  by  fits 

Tha  flashes  fell  upon  them;  some  lay  down 

And  hid  their  eyes  and  wept;  and  some  did  rest 

Their  chins  upon  their  clenched  hands,  and  smiled; 

And  others  hurried  to  and  fro,  and  fed 
Their  funeral  piles  with  fuel,  and  look'd  up 
With  mad  disquietude  on  the  dull  sky, 

The  pall  of  a past  world;  and  then  again 
With  curses  cast  them  down  upon  the  dust, 

And  gnash'd  their  teeth  and  howl'd:  the  wild  birds 

shriek'd, 

And,  terrified,  did  flutter  on  the  ground, 

And  flap  their  useless  wings;  the  wildest  brutes 
Came  tame  and  tremulous;  and  vipers  crawl'd 
And  twined  themselves  among  the  multitude, 

Hissing,  but  stingless  — they  were  slain  for  food: 

And  War,  which  for  a moment  was  no  more. 

Did  glut  himself  again ; — a meal  was  bought 
With  blood,  and  each  sate  sullenly  apart 
Gorging  himself  in  gloom:  no  love  was  left; 

Ail  earth  was  but  one  thought  — and  that  was  death. 

Immediate  and  inglorious;  and  the  pang 

Of  famine  fed  upon  all  entrails  — men 

Died,  and  their  bones  were  tomblcss  as  their  flesh; 
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SSerBo^lten,  fh'trjten  ftc  — ber  ©tarn me  $>rafTetn 
©rlofcb  rnit  einem  £ra<b  — unb  fcbroar*  war  2CUe$. 
Unbeimlicb  fpubbaft  tear  ber  SJtenfdjen  tfntlifc 
J$u  febaun,  roenn  bag  »erjn>eiflunggirre  8irf)t, 

3m  .Krampf  aufjudfenb,  fludjtig  fie  umblifcte. 
S3erl)uUten  tfugeg  lagen  SEJtancbe  weinenb, 

Unb  SOtandje  fafien  flumm,  bag  Jtinn  gelebnt 
Tfuf  bie  gebattten  £anbe,  grauftg  ladjelnb ; 

Unb  tfnbre  rannten  ab  unb  ju  unb  nafjrten 
SDtit  Srennfioff  ibrer  ©djeiterbaufen  ©lutb, 

3n  SBabnfinngangft  junt  bumpfen  Jj>immet  ftarrenb, 
©em  Seitfjentucf)  ber  auggefiorbnen  2Belt; 

©ann  roarfen  fie  fid)  fludjenb,  jabnebnirfebenb, 

8aut  bcul^nb  tn  ben  ©taub;  SRaubnogel  breifebten 

Unb  flatterten  entfe^t  jur  (Srbe  nteber 

Unb  fcblugen  aflpergebeng  mit  ben  ©cbmingen; 

■Die  roilbften  83efHen  famen  jabm  unb  jitternb, 

Unb  33ipern  fdjmiegten  fid)  jur  SDtcnge,  jifdjenb, 

©ocb  obne  ©tidj;  — man  fdjlug  fie  tobt  jur  9iat)rung. 
©er  JCrieg,  ber  aufgebort  auf  tfugenbliefe, 

©cblang  roieber  fi<b  gefrafjig  »oU;  mit  S5lut 
2Barb  jebeg  SDtabl  erbauft,  unb  3eber  fafi 
giir  ficb  atlein  oerfenbt  in  bumpfeg  Sruten, 

Tfn  bufterm  ©roll  unb  Unmutb  fatt  ficb  murgenb. 

.ftein  liebenbeg  ©mpftnben  roar  geblieben; 

©ie  ganje  (Srbe  roar  nur  ein  ©ebanbe  — 

Unb  ber  ^tefi : Sob!  rubmtofer,  iaber  Sob!  — 

©er  hunger  fraf?  burdf)  alleg  (Singeroeibe; 

©ie  SOtenfcben  ftarben,  unb,  gleidiroie  ifjr  Sfteifdj, 

S5lieb  ibc  ©ebein  aud)  obne  ©rabegjlatte; 
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The  meagre  by  the  meagre  were  devour'd, 

Even  dogs  assail'd  their  masters,  all  save  one. 

And  he  was  faithful  to  a corse,  and  kept 
The  birds  and  beasts  and  famish'd  men  at  bay, 

Till  hunger  clung  them,  or  the  dropping  dead 
Lured  their  lank  jaws ; himself  sought  out  no  food, 

But  with  a piteous  and  perpetual  moan, 

And  a quick  desolate  cry,  licking  the  hand 
Which  answer'd  not  with  a caress  — he  died. 

The  crowd  was  famish'd  by  degrees;  but  two 
Of  an  enormous  city  did  survive, 

And  they  were  enemies:  they  met  beside 

The  dying  embers  of  an  altar-place 

Where  had  been  heap'd  a mass  of  holy  things 

For  an  unholy  usage;  they  raked  up 

And  shivering  scraped  with  their  cold  sceleton  hands 

The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  feeble  breath 

Blew  for  a little  life,  and  made  a flame 

Which  was  a mockery;  then  they  lifted  np 

Their  eyes  as  it  grew  lighter,  and  beheld 

Each  other's  aspects  — saw,  and  shriek'd,  and  died  — 

Even  of  their  mutual  hideousness  they  died, 

Unknowing  who  he  was  upon  whose  brow 

Famine  had  written  Fiend.  The  world  was  void. 

The  populous  and  the  powerful  was  a lump, 
Seasonless,  herbless,  treeless,  manless,  lifeless  — 

A lump  of  death  — a chaos  of  hard  clay. 

The  rivers,  lakes,  and  ocean  all  stood  still, 
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SDer  SDtagre  marb  com  ©tagcrn  milb  oerfcblungen, 
©elbfl  Jjpunbe  ftelen  ibre  #erren  on, 

Unb  einer  nut  blieb  trcu  bet  einer  Seiche 
Unb  mebrte  ©ogel,  £l)ier’  unb  SOtenfdien  ab, 

©iS  Jpunger  fte  geborrt,  unb  neue  SEobte 
©eEobert  ibreS  fdblaffen  SDtunbeS  ©ier; 

<S r fud)te  fctbfl  fid)  Eeine  Sftabrung  ouf, 

Unb  unter  ftetem,  Elaglidjem  ©eminfel, 

©tit  jaf)em  ©cbmetjgebeul  nod)  cinmat  lecfenb 

SDie  #anb,  bie  nid)t  mebr  ffreid&eln  Eonnte  — flarb  er. 

Unb  nacb  unb  nod)  tterbungerte  bie  ©tenge; 

©od)  lebten  3met  con  cinet  macbt’gen  ©tabt, 

Unb  geinbe  maren  bie ! fte  trafen  fief) 

©ei  eineS  tfltarS  letter  2ffrf>englutf)^ 

2Bo  fur  unbeil’gen  3mecE  eiel  Jpeiligtbumer 
©etburmt  gemefen  maren;  jitternb  mitbl  ten 
Unb  fdjarrten  fte  mit  EaltfEelettnen  Jpanben 
Sn  fdjmadjer  2Cfc^e,  unb  ibt  matter  Dbem 
©lieS  nad)  ein  loenig  Ceben,  biS  ein  glammdjen 
(Sntglommen  mar,  baS  nur  mie  #obn  erglanjte; 

©et  biefem  8id)t  erboben  fie  ben  ©lid 

Unb  fabn  einanber  an  — fabn,  febrien  unb  fiarben  — 

2tn  gegenfeit’gem  (SEel  ftarben  fie, 

©id)t  miffenb.  mer  eS  mar,  auf  beffen  ©tirn 
JDeS  JjbungerS  dual  gefebrieben  b^ttc : „2)amon."  — 
©erobet  lag  bie  SDSelt;  bie  colEermddjt’ge 
SSar  je&t  ein  jabrSseitmecbfellofer  .ftlumpen, 

©eftaltloS,  baumloS,  bliitbloS,  farbloS,  lebloS, 

(Sin  £lumpen  SEob  — ein  @baoS  borten  SbonS. 

©till  jtanben  ©trome,  ©een  unb  Dcean, 


Digitized  by  Google 


382 


And  nothing  stirr'd  within  their  silent  depths; 

Ships  sailorless  lay  rotting  on  tJhe  sea. 

And  their  masts  fell  down  piecemeal;  as  they  dropp'd 
They  slept  on  the  abyss  without  a surge  — 

The  waves  were  dead;  the  tides  were  in  their  grave. 
The  Moon,  their  mistress,  had  expired  before; 

The  winds  were  wither’d  in  the  stagnant  air, 

And  the  clouds  perish'd;  Darkness  had  no  need 
Of  aid  from  them  — She  was  the  Universe. 
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SJZid&tS  regte  ftd>  in  ifytcn  tobten  ©runben; 
SJtatrofenlofe  ©djiffe  lagen  faulenb 
2(uf  offnem  Sfteer,  unb  ifyre  SDlaften  fanfen 
©tucEroeife  nieber;  roie  fie  fiurjten,  fdjliefen 
©ie  auf  bet  SEiefe  of)ne  2BeUenfd)lag  — 

SDie  2Bogen  tobt,  unb  dbb’  unb  glutf)  im  ©rate, 
2)er  SJtonb,  if)t  .Jperrfc&er,  war  fdfoon  langft  erlofdjen; 
£)ie  SOBinbe  faulten  in  bet  fumpfgen  Cuft, 

Unb  ba$  ©eroolB  jerflo^ ; bie  ginjiernif? 

SSeburfte  feiner  nidft  — ©ie  roar  bae>  2ftt. 
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TO  INEZ. 

(CHII.DK  HAROLD  . I.  84  ) 

Kay,  smile  not  at  my  sullen  brow; 

Alas!  I cannot  smile  again : 

Yet  Ueaven  avert  that  ever  thon 
Shouldst  weep,  and  haply  weep  in  vain. 

And  dost  thon  ask,  what  secret  woe 
I bear,  corroding  joy  and  youth? 

And  wilt  thon  vainly  seek  to  know 
A pang,  ev'n  thou  must  fail  to  soothe? 

It  is  not  love,  it  is  not  hate, 

Nor  low  Ambition's  honours  lost, 

That  bids  me  loathe  my  present  state. 

And  lly  from  all  I prised  the  most: 

It  is  that  weariness  which  springs 
From  all  I meet,  or  hear,  or  see: 

To  me  no  pleasure  Beauty  brings; 

Thine  eyes  have  scarce  a charm  for  me. 


It  is  that  settled,  ceaseless  gloom 
The  fabled  Hebrew  wanderer  bore; 
That  will  not  look  beyond  the  tomb, 
But  cannot  hope  for  rest  before. 
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3in  Jtoej. 

(Gbilbe  $>arolb  I.  84.) 

9*ein,  tad^tc  nid&t,  menn  trub’  idj  blicT, 
2Cd>!  mieberlacbeln  Eann  idb  nicbt: 

SDodj  geb’  audfj  ©ott,  bag  nie  bein  S3Ucf, 
S3ieUei<bt  umfonfl,  burd)  Sbtanen  fpridft! 

©u  fragfl,  n>ag  Ijeimlidj  mein  Jjperj 
3«nagt,  bag  Sufi  unb  Sugenb  »x>icb? 

D,  forfdje  nid&t  nad&  einem  ©cbmerj, 

®«  nid&t  ju  linbern,  felbfl  burcb  bid)! 

sjlicbt  Sieb’  ijl'g,  #ag  nic&t,  no<6  bie  $pein 
©etaufdbter  (S&rfuc&t,  neibgefd>meUt, 

2Bad  fo  mil  ©Eel  fuUt  mein  <3ein, 

2Hic  bag  ©etiebtefle  bergadt: 

QcS  ifl  beg  ^>erjeng  Ueberbrug, 

®em  2fUeg  obe,  faf)l  unb  alt: 

SDlidb  labt  nid&t  mef)r  bee  ©djdnfjeit  jfug, 
©ein  tfuge  felbfl  — eg  lagt  mid)  fait. 

(§g  ifl  bag  rublog  em’ge  ©raun, 

®ag  tffcagberug  einfl  erfagt; 

®ag  iiber’g  ©tab  nid)t  roagt  ju  fd&aun, 

Unb  nirgenb  fonfl  bocb  finbet  Stajl. 

25 
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What  Exile  from  himself  can  flee? 

To  zones,  though  more  and  more  remote. 

Still,  still  pursues,  where-e'er  I be, 

The  blight  of  life  — the  demon  Thonght. 

Yet  others  rapt  in  pleasure  seem. 

And  taste  of  all  that  I forsake ; 

Oh ! may  they  still  of  transport  dream, 

And  ne'er,  at  least  like  me,  awake! 

Through  many  a clime 't  is  mine  to  go. 

With  many  a retrospection  curst; 

And  all  my  solace  is  to  know, 

Whate'er  betides,  I 've  known  the  worst. 

What  is  that  worst?  Nay  do  not  ask  — • 

In  pity  from  the  search  forbear: 

Smile  on  — nor  venture  to  unmask 
Man's  heart,  and  view  the  Hell  that's  there. 
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(Snttinnt  fid)  fetbft  it,  met  nerbannt? 
SDBobin  id)  fliefte,  fd>merjbutdjbotd)t, 

2>eg  Sebeng  jet)renb  gift’ger  SBranb, 

©ein  £>amon  — bcr  ©ebanEe,  folgt. 

SJtand)  ^crj  jroat  fud)t  beg  S'reubensSDWt)g 
2Bitbfd)6nen  Staufd),  ber  mit  entmid); 

£>,  ba§  fte  irunEen  traumten  fietg, 

Unb  nid)t  erroad&ten  einfl,  roie  id)! 

Senrt  fd)leppen  muf  i<fc  burd)  bie  SGBett 
©tetg  niarternber  ©rinn’rung  Stud); 

Unb  alt  mein  SEroft  ifl:  roie’g  aud)  fattt, 
SOletn  Jg>erj  bag  ©d)limmfie  tdngji  erttug. 

SDieg  ©dtlimmfte  iff?  sftein,  frage  nidjt! 

2tug  SDlitteib  nid)t!  — grot)  fei  bein  ©inn; 

Unb  t)iite  bid),  Stef)  nid)t  an’g  2id)t 
®eg  9Jlenfd)en  Jjperj,  bie  J&olte  brin. 


25* 
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DEEP  IN  MY  SOUL  THAT  TENDER  SECRET 
DWELLS. 

(COR8AI&.  I.  14.) 

Deep  in  my  soul  that  tender  secret  dwells. 

Lonely  and  lost  to  light  for  evermore, 

Save  when  to  thine  my  heart  responsive  swells, 
Then  trembles  into  silence  as  before. 

There,  in  its  centre,  a sepulchral  lamp 

Burns  the  slow  flame,  eternal  — but  unseen; 

Which  not  the  darkness  of  despair  can  damp, 
Though  vain  its  ray  as  it  had  never  been. 

Remember  me  — Oh!  pass  not  thou  my  grave 
Without  one  thought  whose  relics  there  recline: 

The  only  pang  my  bosom  dare  not  brave 
Must  be  to  find  forgetfulness  in  thine. 

My  fondest  — faintest  — latest  accents  hear  — 
Grief  for  the  dead  not  Virtue  can  reprove; 

Then  give  me  all  I ever  ask  d a tear, 

The  first  — last  — sole  reward  of  so  much  love ! 
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€tit  |ufj  ©fljeunnifi  moljnt* 

(Sorfar  I.  14.) 

Gin  fuf  ©ebeimnifj  roobnt  in  rneiner  ©eele  SSiefen, 
Sag,  einfarn,  nacbtberfenft,  nie  brang  an’g  2id)t  empor, 
"K tg  rnenn  ju  bit,  ju  bit  mid)  ©ebnfucbtftimmen  riefen, 
Um  rticf  jujittern  bann  in  ©d&weigen,  mie  jutjor. 

Sort,  auf  beg  #etjeng  ©runb,  gleid)  einet  ©rabegleudjte, 
©ie  ftiUe  glantme  brennt,  ewig  — bod)  ungefebn; 

2)ie  felbft  SSerjweiflung  nidjt  mit  ibrem  25unBel  fd>eudjte, 
Ob  aud>  perloren  glubt  it)r  ©trabt/  roie  im  S3ergebn. 

©ebenfe  mein!  — D,  geb  nid)t  ganjlicb  fait  unb  adjttog 
S3oruber  an  bem  ©tab,  bag  meine  2Cfd)’  umfdngt  — 
sjhtt  e in  e r Q.uat  mat’  id)  ju  trofcen  mutb*  unb  madfrtlog: 
ganb’  id)  mein  SBilb  fo  fd)neU  aug  beinet  SSrufl  toerbrdngt. 

SJlein  tieffleg,  bangfteg— • adj!  mein  ©terbeflebn  gemabre— 
£>er  SEobten  barfjt  bu  ©ram  wobt  mibmen  obne  ©d;eu; 
D,  roeibe  mit  — eg  ift  ja  menig  — eine  3ab«/ 

25en  lefcten  — einj’gen  2obn  fut  fo  Diet  Cieb'  unb  SEreuM 
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FARE  THEE  WELL! 

Fare  thee  well ! and  if  for  ever. 

Still  for  ever,  fare  thee  well! 

Even  though  unforgiving,  never 
"Gainst  thee  shall  my  heart  rebel. 

Would  that  breast  were  bared  before  thee 
Where  thy  head  so  oft  hath  lain, 

While  that  placid  sleep  came  o'er  thee 
Which  thou  ne'er  canst  know  again: 

Would  that  breast,  by  thee  glanced  over. 
Every  inmost  thought  could  show! 

Then  thou  would'st  at  last  discover 
’T  was  not  well  to  spurn  it  so. 

Though  the  world  for  this  commend  thee  — 
Though  it  smile  upon  the  blow, 

Even  its  praises  must  offend  thee, 

Founded  on  another's  woe: 

Though  my  many  faults  defaced  me, 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found, 

Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  me, 

To  inflict  a cureless  wound? 
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£ebt  tO0i)li 

Sebe  n>ot)l!  unb  ob  fur  immer! 

tfud;  fur  immer,  lebe  roof)U 
£)b  bu  unberfo&nlid),  nimmer 
9tal)rt  mein  Jjperj  bit  glu<f>  unb  ©roll. 

Sag  jum  ©runb  ber  SBrufl  bu  fabefi, 
Sran  gelebnt  in  fiifjer  SRafl 
— Sie  bu  jefct  umfonft  erflefjeft  — 

Su  fo  oft  gefc&lummert  f>aft. 

Sag  bie  SSrufi  il;r  tiefjteS  SenEen 
£eigen  Bonnt’!  e§  wurbe  Elar 
©nblidj  bir,  bag  fo  fte  EranEen 
SOtit  S3erad&tung,  unrest  mar. 

SDtag  bie  SBelt  bic$  brum  toertfjeib’gen  — 
£)b  jum  barten  ©cf)lag  fie  ladjt, 

Sid&  mug  foId)e$  Sob  beleib’gen, 

Sa  bu  elenb  mid;  gemad&t. 

2Ba§  i<$  aud>  toerbrad)  im  Seben, 

Sanb  fid)  fur  ben  SobeSfiog 
^eineS  tfnbern  tfrm,  aid  eben 
Seiner,  ber  mid;  einjt  umfd)log? 


Digitized  by  Google 


392 


Yet,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  not ; 

Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay, 

Bat  by  sadden  wrench,  believe  not 
Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away: 

Still  thine  own  its  life  retaineth  — 

Still  most  mine,  though  bleeding,  beat; 

And  the  undying  thought  which  paineth 
Is  — that  we  no  more  may  meet. 

These  are  words  of  deeper  sorrow 
Than  the  wail  above  the  dead  ; 

Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 
Wake  us  from  a widow'd  bed. 

And  when  thou  would  solace  gather, 

When  our  child's  first  accents  flow, 

Wilt  thou  teach  her  to  say  ,, Father!44 
Though  his  care  she  must  forego? 

When  her  little  hands  shall  press  thee. 
When  her  lip  to  thine  is  press'd, 

Think  of  him  whose  prayer  shall  bless  thee. 
Think  of  him  thy  love  had  bless'd! 

Should  her  lineaments  resemble 
Those  thou  never  more  may'st  see. 

Then  thy  heart  will  softly  tremble 
With  a pulse  yet  true  to  me. 
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2)ennod>  abet  @fn£  oergifj  nitftt: 

8ieb’  etliegt  mot)(  langern  SBeb/ 

JDod)  butd)  j5f>  gewalt’gen  Stifj  nid&t 
Srennfi  bu  J&erj  oom  Jp«ri*n  ie; 

9?odb  boll  8eben  fdjtagt  ba£  beine, 

SDleinee*  felbfi,  ob  blutenb  fcbmer, 

Unb  unftiHbar  qualt  ber  eine 
©djmerj  — wit  febn  unS  nimmermebt! 

2>ieS  ftnb  SBorte  tiefret  ©orgen 
2(1$  bie  .Rlag’  an  ©rabeSjiati’: 

SScibe  lebenb,  jeben  SOtorgen 
©eben  ein  oerwittwet  SBett. 

©oil  bit  fufien  STrofl  gewabren 
UnfreS  J?inbe$  ©tammeUaut, 

SOBirfl  bu’$  „S3atet"  fpredjen  lebren, 
SDeffen  8ieb’  eS  nimmet  fdjaut? 

2Benn  fein  SJlunb  bem  J?ufj  begegnet, 
SGBenn  fein  J£>anbd)en  fanft  bid)  brticft, 
3Den!’  an  ibn,  be])’  Jpetj  bid)  fegnet, 

2)en  bein  Sieben  einji  begliicft. 

SDBenn  fein  Tluge  jencm  abnliA/ 

2)a$  bid)  nimmet  wiebet  minnt, 

SDSirb  bein  Jperj  burcbjittern  febnlid) 

S'tod)  ein  $>ul$,  mic  treugefinnt. 
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All  my  faults  perchance  thon  knowest. 
All  my  madness  none  can  know; 

All  my  hopes,  where'er  thou  goest. 
Wither,  yet  with  thee  they  go. 

Every  feeling  hath  been  shaken; 

Pride,  which  not  a world  could  bow. 

Bows  to  thee  — by  thee  forsaken, 

Even  my  soul  forsakes  me  now: 

Bat 't  is  done  — all  words  are  idle  — 
Words  from  me. are  vainer  still; 

But  the  thoughts  we  cannot  bridle 
Force  their  way  without  the  will.  — 

Fare  thee  well!  — thus  disunited, 

Torn  from  every  nearer  tie, 

Sear'd  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  blighted. 
More  than  this  I scarce  can  die. 
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2TU  mein  £ef)ten  ifl  beBannt  bir, 

SDleinen  2Bal)nftnn  ©ott  nut  ftef)t, 

201  mein  #offen,  jugeroanbt  bir, 

©cbroinbet  — bo*  mit  bit  eg  jief)t. 

Sfegli*  3?u!)ten  roatb  ju  @*meti  mir; 

©tots,  ben  Beine  2Belt  gebemmt, 

S3og  ft*  bit  — feit  fremb  bein  #erj  mir, 
2Barb  mein  eigen  J&erj  mit  fremb. 

2)o*  ifl  <tu§  — umfonfl  ba§  ©pre*en  — 
Seeing  jumal  ein  fru*tlog  ©roUn; 

®o*  ©ebanBen,  saumloS,  bre*en 
S3af)n  ft*  gegen  unfet  3BoUn. 

8ebe  wobl!  — getrennt  in  ©*merjen, 

3ebet  Ciebe  baar,  allein, 

©dbmadbjerbtudEt,  t>erBof)lt  im  #erjen  — 
Berber  Bann  bet  Sob  ni*t  fein. 
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I SAW  THEE  WEEP. 

HEBREW  HEL0DIE8. 


1. 

I saw  the  weep  — the  big  bright  tear 
Came  o'er  that  eye  of  blue; 

And  then  methonght  it  did  appear 
A violet  dropping  dew: 

I saw  thee  smile  — the  sapphire's  blaze 
Beside  thee  ceased  to  shine  ; 

It  could  not  match  the  living  rays 
That  fill'd  that  glance  of  thine. 


2. 

As  clonds  from  yonder  sun  receive 
A deep  and  mellow  dye, 

Which  scarce  the  shade  of  coming  eve 
Can  banish  from  the  sky, 

Those  smiles  onto  the  moodiest  mind 
Their  own  pure  joy  impart. 

Their  sunshine  leaves  a glow  behind 
That  lightens  o'er  the  heart. 
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fa I)  bid)  roetntn. 

#ebraifd)e  QMobicn. 


1. 

3d  faft  bid)  meinen  — grojj  unb  flar 
2(ug  betneg  tfugeg  ©lau 
Sic  SHjrane  brang;  mir  fc^icit,  eg  mar 
Sin  ©eilden,  tropfenb  £f)au: 

3d  fa^>  bid  Iadeln  — o!  mie  fdmanb 
©or  bir  beg  <Bapl)irg  ©dein, 

©urd  ben  lebenb’gen  ©tans  gebannt 
©er  ©traljlenblide  bein. 


2. 

SBie  ©ommerfonn’  auf  SBolfen  fyaudt 
SEieflidte,  fanfte  ©tutt), 

©ie  felbjt  nidt  ganj  in  ©un!et  taudt 
©eg  TCbenbg  ©dattenflutf), 

©o  ftrat)tt  bein  Sadeln  reinjleg  ©lud 
3n’g  finfterfie  ©emiitt), 

Unb  laft  it)m  einen  ©tans  jurud, 

©et  Udt  eg  iiberbluf)t. 
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Stanzas  for  Music. 


THERE’S  NOT  A JOY  THE  WORLD  CAN  GIVE. 

There's  not  a joy  the  world  can  five  like  that  it  takes 

away, 

When  the  glow  of  early  thought  declines  In  feeling's 

dull  decay; 

’T  is  not  on  youth's  smooth  cheek  the  blush  alone,  which 

fades  so  fast, 

But  the  tender  bloom  of  heart  is  gone,  ere  youth  itself 

be  past. 

Then  the  few  whose  spirits  Boat  above  the  wreck  of 

hapiness 

Are  driven  o'er  the  shoals  of  guilt  or  ocean  of  excess; 

The  magnet  of  their  course  is  gone,  or  only  points  in 

vain 

The  shore  to  which  their  shiver'd  sail  shall  never 

stretch  again. 

Then  the  mortal  coldness  of  the  sonl  like  death  itself 

comes  down; 

It  cannot  feel  for  other's  woes,  it  dare  not  dream  its  own; 

That  heavy  chill  has  frozen  o'er  the  fountain  of  our 

tears, 

And  though  the  eye  may  sparkle  still , 't  is  where  the 

ice  appears. 
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<&tvvpf>tn  f ut  SBhtftF* 


P«  Welt  kann  Helen  Heine  £n\ l* 

©ie  SDBelt  Bann  bieten  Beine  8ufl  gleid^  jener,  bie  fie  nimmt, 

2Benn  im  SDfcobern  bel  ©efuf)ll  bie  ©Iutl)  be!  iungen 

©eift’S  oerglimmt; 

SJtidbt  Mol  auf  meidfjer  Sugenbmang’  erblafit  fo  fcfcnetl 

bal  Stotf), 

2Cu<$  bet>  Jpevjent  buft’ge  SBlutf)’  tfl  &in,  nod^  el)’  bie 

Sugenb  tobt. 

©er  Gsinjle,  beffen  ©eift  bleibt  flott,  menn  all  fein 

jerbradt), 

(St  treibt  auf’l  SJteer  ber  tfulfcbroeifung,  auf’l  Stiff  bet 

©dfjutb  unb  ©cbmadb, 

©enn  feinel  Saufl  SDtagnet  tfl  bin,  adf>!  oberjeigt  jum 

©tranb 

Umfonfi  — fur  fein  entmafiet  SBracB  ein  unerreid&bar  8anb. 

©ann  finBet  Ceid&enfatt’  in’l  Jjperj,  mie  Sob  bel  irb’fd&en 

@einl, 

<SS  Bann  nid^t  fu&len  ft  e mb  el  SEBeb,  nid&t  magt’l  ju 

trdumen  feinl; 

©er  bumpfe  ©tarrBrampf  iibetfror  ben  Q.ueU,  ber  einfi 

gemeint, 

Unb  gldnjet  aud&  bal  2Cuge  nodE),  ’I  ijl  mo  bal  @il  erfd&eint. 
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Though  wit  may  flash  from  fluent  lips,  and  mirth  dis- 
tract the  breast. 

Through  midnight  hours  that  yield  no  more  their  former 

hope  of  rest; 

’T  is  but  as  ivy-leaves  around  the  ruin'd  turret  wreath. 

All  green  and  wildly  fresh  without,  but  worn  and  grey 

beneath. 

Oh  conld  I feel  as  I have  felt,  — or  be  what  I have  been. 

Or  weep  as  1 could  once  have  wept,  o'er  many  a vanish'd 

scene; 

As  springs  in  deserts  found  seem  sweet,  all  brackish 

though  they  be 

So,  midst  the  wither'd  waste  of  life,  those  tears  would 

flow  to  me. 
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<Springt  2Bt$  aud)  bom  berebten  SCRunb,  ob  @djerj  bie 

33ruft  jerflreut 

2)ie  9iad)t  fjinburd),  bic  nicf)t,  wie  fonfl,  beg  (ScblummerS 

4>offnung  beuf, 

’©  ifl  nur,  mie  Sp&eu  tingg  umfdjtingt  jerfaUnenS^urmeS 

S3au: 

S3on  au^en  itppig  grun  unb  frifd),  bod)  innen  morfd) 

unb  grau. 

D fonnt*  id)  fu^len/  roie  borbern,  unb  fein,  wag  einft 

id)  mar, 

Unb  weinen,  mie  id)  fonfl  geJonnt,  um  man#  aUleibboU 

Satyr: 

3Bie  ffiufienqueUn  ung  bunfen  fufj,  ob  faljig  lf)rc  SBelln, 

Sn  meineg  Cebeng  2Bufie  jujj  fot<^>  SOSeinen  murbe  queUn. 
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FAREWELL!  IF  EVER  FONDEST  PRAYER* 

Farewell!  if  ever  fondest  prayer 
For  other’s  weal  avail'd  on  high, 

Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air. 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky. 

'T  were  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh: 

Oh  ! more  than  tears  of  blood  ean  tell, 

When  wrung  from  guilt's  expiring  eye. 

Are  in  that  word  — Farewell!  — Farewell!  — 

These  lips  are  mute,  these  eyes  are  dry; 

But  in  my  breast  and  in  my  brain, 

Awake  the  pangs  that  pass  not  by, 

The  thought  that  ne'er  shall  sleep  again. 

My  soul  nor  deigns  nor  dares  complain, 

Though  grief  and  passion  there  rebel: 

I only  know  wre  loved  in  vain  — 

I only  feel  — Farewell!  — Farewell! 


Digitized  by  Google 


403 


£ebmoi)ll  tDfitn  je  fin  l)ft£f0 

fiebroobl!  wenn  je  ein  ^eifeg  glefyen 
gut  tfnbret  £eil  (grf)6rung  fanb, 

©o  mirb  ba$  rneine  nidjt  oerroeben, 

©id)  tragen  in  bet  ©el’gen  fianb. 

Umfonft  rodt’  alleg  Jtlagen,  SBeinen: 

£)!  mebr,  atg  blut'ger  Sbranen  2Beb 
3m  ©terbeblicfe  reu’gen  tfugeg, 

S3eEennt  bag  SBort  — 2Cbc ! — 2Cbe! 

SDlein  SJJtunb  ifl  flumrn,  mein  2Cuge  trocEen; 
®od*  tief  in  Jpirn  unb  SSufen  wad)t 
(Sin  eroig  marternbeg  Gsrinnern, 

©ag  nimmer  wirb  jut  Stub’  gebrad)t. 

(§g  barf  mein  #er$  unb  mag  nid)t  Btagen, 
&ro$  Ceibenfdjaft  unb  wilbem  2Beb: 

3d)  weifi  nut,  bafj  umfonfl  wit  liebien  — 
3d)  fuJ)le  nut  — 2tbe!  — 2Cbe! 
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Stanzas  for  Music. 


THEY  SAY  THAT  HOPE  IS  HAPPINESS. 

They  say  that  Hope  is  happiness; 

But  genuine  Love  must  prize  the  past, 

And  Memory  wakes  the  thoughts  that  bless: 
They  rose  the  first  — they  set  the  last; 

And  all  that  Memory  loves  the  most 
Was  once  our  only  hope  to  be, 

And  all  that  Hope  adored  and  lost 
Hath  melted  into  Memory. 

Alas!  it  is  delusion  all: 

The  future  cheats  us  from  afar, 

Nor  can  we  be  what  we  recall, 

Nor  dare  we  think  on  what  we  are. 
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fur  SJlitftF* 


€0  $o/fnun0  felf0e0  <0ludi» 

(Srfte  CeSart, 

Gsg  fyeifjt,  bafi  Jjooffnung  fel’geg  ®tucf; 

SDod)  am  23ergangnen  f)angt  bte  Sieb’, 

Unb  nur  (Srinn’rung  bringt  juriicf, 

2Bag  frutjfl  beglucft  — am  treuflen  btieb. 

£>ag  Siebfte,  mag  (Srinn’rung  f)ub, 

SEBar  unfer  einjtg  Jpoffen  jung, 

2Bag  #offnung  ,liebte  unb  begrub, 
S3erfd>molj  ung  in  (Srinnerung. 

TCdfv!  2Baf)n  ifi’g  alt,  unb  all  umfonjl: 

25te  3u£unft  taufdjet  ung  non  fern, 
UnmieberbringtidE)  fcbmanb  bag  Oonji, 

Unb  mag  mir  ftnb  — met  bentt  eg  gem! 
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3weite  fieSart. 

@g  tt>irb  befungen  unb  gepreift, 

3Daf  J&offnung  reinfte  ©eligfeit; 

2)o<6  o!  ber  mal)ren  8iebe  ©cift 
9 Dluj?  preifen  bie  23ergangenljeit; 

fflut  im  Qsrinnern  taudiet  auf 
®ag  ©turf,  bag  mabren  ©egen  bcingt: 

@g  flteg  am  frubjlcn  ung  b«auf  — 

<S$  i|l  bag  lefcle,  bag  PerftnEt; 

Unb  alleg,  mag  Srinnerung 
2fm  licbjlen  begt  im  treucn  ©tfjrein, 

SGBar  einfl,  atg  mir  noth  marm  unb  jung, 
JDer  #offnung  einjig  £iel,  5«  fein ; 

Unb  all  wag  einfl  bag  Jfrtx j etfot 
2Clg  Eunftige  93efeligung, 

2Bag  £offnung  liebte  unb  perlor, 

3errann  ung  in  (Srinnerung. 

2l<b!  SOBatm  ifl’g  all,  unb  all  umfonfl: 

SDie  UuBunft  taufd&et  ung  bon  fern, 

Unmiebetbringli*  fcfcmanb  bag  ©onfl, 

Unb  mag  mir  ftnb  — mer  benEt  eg  gem! 
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Robert  Burns. 
Songs. 

THE  BANKS  0’  DOON. 

Ye  banks  and  braeB  o'  bonuie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair; 

IIow  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds, 

And  I sae  weary,  fa'  o'  care! 

Then  'll  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird. 
That  wantons  thro'  the  flowering  thorn: 

Thou  minds  me  o'  departed  joys, 

Departed  — never  to  return! 

Oft  hae  I rov'd  by  bonnie  Doon, 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine; 

And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  lave, 

And  fondly  sae  did  I o'  mine. 

Wi'  lightsome  heart  I pu'd  a rose, 

Fn'  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tree; 

And  my  fause  Inver  stole  my  rose, 

But,  ah!  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 
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Uobert  Hunt*, 

geb.  in  ?U)rff)irc  ben  29.  Sanuar  1759, 
geft.  ju  -Dumfries  ben  21.  3uft  1796. 

£ i e b e *♦ 


3Du  IKftr  jPcom 

Sf)r  Ufertyang’  am  fyolben  ©oon, 

2Bie  ? onnt  itjr  bliifm  fo  frifd)  unb  fdfjon  ; 

3Bie  fonnt  iljr  ft'ngen,  if)r  23ogtein  traut, 

Unb  fef)t  bocf)  mein  Jjmj  in  ©ram  ttergefyn! 

D flotenbe  Tfmfel  im  bliibenben  £>orn, 

2)u  brid)fl  mein  Jjberj  mit  bem  jartlidien  Son: 

JDu  ntafjnfi  mid)  an  Sage  ber  Sieb’  unb  Sufi, 
2)er  8ieb’  unb  2ufl  — fur  immer  entflofjn! 

£)ft  manbert’  id)  am  ijotben  ®oon, 

9Bo  ©eiSbtatt  fid)  um  SRofen  fd)lang; 

Seb  SSoglein  fang  non  ber  8iebe  fein, 

Unb  jdrtlid)  aud)  id)  bie  meine  fang. 

Unb  frof)lid)  pfludPt’  idj  ein  SRoSiein  rotf) 

S3om  bornigen  ©fraud),  fo  buftig  ftifj; 

SJtein  falfdieg  8ieb  mein  SRoSlein  flaf)l, 
jDod)  ad),  ben  jDorn,  ben  -Dorn  er  mir  liefi! 
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I DREAM’D  I LAY  WHERE  FLOWERS  WERE 
SPRINGING. 

I dream' d I lay  where  flowers  were  springing. 
Gaily  in  the  sonny  beam; 

List'ning  to  the  wild  birds  singing, 

By  a falling,  crystal  stream ; 

Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  daring; 

Thro'  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave; 

Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring. 

O'er  the  swelling,  drumlie  wave. 

Such  was  my  life’s  deceitfol  morning. 

Such  the  pleasures  I enjoy'd; 

But  lang  or  noon,  loud  tempests  storming, 

A *my  flow'ry  bliss  destroy'd. 

Tho'  fickle  fortune  has  deceiv'd  me, 

(She  promis'd  fair,  and  perform'd  but  ill;) 

Of  mony  a joy  and  hope  bereav'd  me, 

I bear  a heart  shall  support  me  stilL 
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Mit  traumt'j  id)  lag  tin  blumigem  ipangr. 

SJlir  traumt’,  \ti)  lag  an  blumigem  #ange, 
ftrof)  micb  fonnenb  im  roarmen  (Strati; 
fiaufdjenb  ber  roilben  S3oglein  ©ange, 

2lm  fr^flatlenen  233affcrfaU;  — 

9>lo§ltd)  fcbroarje  SCBetter  broben, 

SRafenb  im  253albe  be$  ©turmeS  SEutij; 

23aume  mit  alien  TCrmen  toben 
£)b  ber  fcblammig  fcbwellenben  ^lut^. 

(Sin  SSilb  ber  ftreuben,  bie  mir  bluljten 
(Sinjl  im  iienjeg^tDlorgenglanj; 

SDte,  lang  bor  SDlittag,  ©turmelmutl)en 
2CU  berroel)te,  £ranj  urn  JCranj. 

SDodfo  ob  ba8  ©cfjidffal  mir  gelogen, 

((SS  bielt  nur  fcfttcdjt,  u>a$  eg  bolb  berfpracfO 
Urn  ®(ucf  unb  Jg>offnung  mid)  betrogen, 

SDlein  #e rj  ifl  fefl  unb  trofct  bem  ©d)lag. 
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THE  BONNIE  WEE  THING. 


Bonnie  wee  thing,  eannie  wee  thing, 
Lovely  wee  thing,  wert  thou  mine, 

I wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom, 

Lest  my  jewel  I should  tine. 

Wishfully  I look  and  languish 
In  that  bonnie  face  o'  thine; 

And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi'  anguish, 
Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 

Wit,  and  grace,  and  love,  and  beauty, 
In  ae  constellation  shine; 

To  adore  thee  is  my  duty, 

Goddess  o'  this  soul  o'  mine! 

Bonnie  wee  thing,  eannie  wrce  thing, 
Lovely  wee  thing,  wert  thou  mine, 

I wad  w ear  thee  in  my  bosom, 

Lest  my  jewel  I should  tine! 
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j@er3t0  &exd)en> 

j£>erjig  #epc ben,  jierlid)  Jpepdjen, 

- ^oftg  #eicd)en,  n>acfl  bu  mein, 
@tetg  ju  warren  bid),  mein  ^leinob, 
£rug’  id)  bid)  im  £erjcngfd)rein. 
©eljnenb  fdjau’  id)  unb  berlangenb 
2>n  bie  fufjen  2Cugen  bein, 

Unb  mein  #erj,  eg  ftocfet,  bangenb, 
Db  bu  jemalg  wetbefi  mein. 

SBife  unb  tfnmutl),  Sieb’  unb  Sugenb 
©djmucEen  bid)  im  ©Ianjberein; 
fiieben  bicf)  ift  gjflidjt  unb  SSugenb, 
©ottin  bu  ber  ©eele  mein! 

J^erjig  £ej:djen,  jierlid)  Jpercben, 
J?oftg  Jpercben,  marjl  bu  mein, 
@tetg  ju  mabren  bid),  mein  £leinob, 
Stug’  id)  bid)  int  Jperjengfcbrein. 
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THE  WINTER  OF  LIFE. 

Bat  lately  seen  in  gladsome  green. 

The  woods  rejoic'd  the  day; 

Thro'  gentle  showers  the  laughing  flowers 
In  double  pride  were  gay: 

But  now  our  joys  are  fled 
On  winter  blasts  awa! 

Yet  maiden  May,  iu  rich  array. 

Again  shall  bring  them  a'. 

But  my  white  pow,  nae  kindly  thowe, 

Shall  melt  the  snaws  of  age; 

My  trunk  of  eild,  but  buss  or  bicld, 

Sinks  in  Time's  wintry  rage. 

Oh!  age  has  weary  days, 

And  nights  o'  sleepless  pain! 

Thou  golden  time  o'  youthfu’  prime, 

Why  com'st  thou  not  again? 
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$tbtn*  Witter* 

9?od)  itingft  fo  geiln  tm  SenjeSblubn 
©tanb  tagegfeob  bag  Jpolj; 

2)ued)  ©cbauee  rnilb  bie  85lumtefn  wtlb 
Seob  ladbelten  unb  flolj. 

2C<t),  all  bie  geeuben  flobn 
7tuf  SOBinteejiuemeg  ©dfjwingen! 

®odj  fd)mucf  unb  feei  bee  junge  9)tai 
SBirb  all’  aufg  9teu’  fie  beingen. 

SDlein  £aupt  if!  n?eif ; beg  tftteeg  <Sig 
3eefdjmiljt  Bern  mtlbee  £bau; 

fUtein  (Stamm  ftnBt  alt,  obn’  Jg>tiir  unb  J&alt 
Sm  ©turm  bee  3eit,  fo  eaub. 

£)  2Cltee!  Sage  teub! 

©dbtaflofen  .ftummeeg  Stacftte! 

JDu  Senjegluft  bee  jungen  SBeufi, 

£),  wee  jueitcB  bid)  beaebte! 
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0 LAY  THYJLOOF  IN  MINE,  LASS. 

0 lay  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass, 

In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass; 

And  swear  on  thy  white  hand,  lass, 

That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain. 

A slave  to  love's  unbounded  sway, 

He  oft  has  wrought  me  meikle  wae; 

But  now  he  is  ray  deadly  fae, 

Unless  thou  be  my  ain. 

There's  monie  a lass  has  broke  my  rest. 
That  for  a blink  1 hae  lo'ed  best ; 

But  thou  art  queen  within  my  breast. 

For  ever  to  remain. 

0 lay  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass, 

In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass; 

And  swear  on  thy  w'hite  hand,  lass. 

That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain. 
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rcidje  mir  fcte  $an&, 

D,  reidje  mir  tie  Jjoanb,  £inb, 

£>ie  #anb,  Jfinb,  bie  Jpanb,  ^tnb; 

Unb  auf  bic  ©dfmeeljanb  fd&mor*,  .Rinb, 
®afi  bu  millft  fein  bie  SJteine. 

©in  ©flat?  in  2fmor$  5D7a<f>t  gefefct, 

»£>at  oft  fein  $Pfeil  midfj  fdbroer  nerle^t; 
£>odf*  tt>irb  fein  3orn  mir  tobtlidf)  jefct, 
©o  bu  nid)t  mirft  bie  SDteine. 

2Sof)t  mandfoe  SO^aib  fta!)l  mir  bie  Stub', 
©in  SSlidfcften  — unb  idf)  flog  iljr  ju; 
2)od)  #erjem>B6nigin  bijt  bu, 

Unb  eroig  nnberS  .fteine. 

£>,  reidje  mir  bie  Jpanb,  j?inb, 

£)ie  Jj>anb,  .ftinb,  bie  J£>anb,  £inb; 

Unb  auf  bie  ©cfmee&anb  fdimor',  j?inb, 
2)afj  bu  roidft  fein  bie  SDteine. 
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THE  DAY  RETURNS. 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  barns, 

The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet, 

Tho’  winter  wild  in  tempest  toil'd, 

Ne'er  snmmer-snn  M’as  half  sae  sweet. 

Than  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tide, 

And  crosses  o'er  the  sultry  line; 

Than  kingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globes, 
Heaven  gave  me  more  — it  made  thee  mine! 

While  day  and  night  can  bring  delight, 

Or  nature  aught  of  pleasure  give, 

■While  joys  above  my  mind  can  move, 

For  thee,  and  thee  alone,  I live! 

W^hen  that  grim  foe  of  life  below 
Comes  in  between  to  make  us  part. 

The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band 
It  breaks  my  bliss  — it  breaks  my  heart. 
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tDtrturr  «rfd)mU 

S!  mieber  erfdjeint,  ber  uni  etnfl  uereint, 

2)et  felige  Sag,  mein  Jperi  erglul)t; 

SBar  grimm  unb  graul  aud)  bel  SBinterl  ©ebraul, 

(So  fujj  bat  ber  Senj  mir  nimmer  gebtiil)t. 

£),  mebr,  all  je  an  ©d>a§en  bie  ©ee 
2lul  fernen,  t)ei£en  3onen  burd)ftrid), 

2111  $)urpur  unb  .ftron’,  all  Sdnber  unb  Sf>ron, 

©ab  ba  mir  ber  Jpimmel  — er  gab  mir  bid)! 

©o  lange  bie  9)rad)t  ber  9?atur  mir  ladjt, 

•Die  92ad)t  mid)  erfreut  unb  bel  Sagel  ©d)ein, 

©o  lange  mein  ©eifi  ben  ©ttrigen  preift, 

2BiU  bir  id)  leben,  nur  bir  aUein. 

SBenn  ber  grimmige  geinb  bel  Cebenl  erfdmnt 
Unb  jmifdjen  uni  fd)teubert  ber  Srennung  ©djrnerj, 
2)ie  eiferne  Jpanb,  bie  jerfd^ettt  unfer  S3anb, 

3erfd)eUt  aud)  mein  ©liicf  — serfdjeUt  aud)  mein  ^>erj. 
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THE  GOWDEN  LOCKS  OF  ANNA. 


Yestreen  I had  a pint  o'  wine, 

A place  where  body  saw  na' ; 

Yestreen  lay  on  this  breast  o‘  mine 
The  gowden  locks  of  Anna. 

The  hungry  Jew  in  wilderness, 
Rejoicing  o'er  his  manna, 

Was  naething  to  my  hinny  bliss 
Upon  the  lips  of  Anna. 

Ye  monarchs  tak'  the  east  and  west, 
Frae  Indus  to  Savannah! 

Gi'e  me  within  my  straining  grasp 
The  melting  form  of  Anna. 

Ther  I'll  despise  imperial  charms 
An  empress  or  sultana, 

While  dying  raptures  in  her  arms 
I give  and  take  with  Anna! 

Awa',  thou  flaunting  god  o'  day! 
Awa',  thou  pale  Diana! 

Ilk  star  gae  hide  thy  twinkling  ray, 
When  I'm  to  meet  my  Anna. 

Come,  in  thy  raven  plumage,  night! 
Sun.  moon,  and  stars  withdrawn  a'; 

And  bring  an  angel  pen  to  write 
My  transports  wi'  my  Anna. 
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gefUrn  id)  JliU  bH'm  Wein. 

£),  geftern  fag  id)  fliH  bei’rn  SBein, 

2tm  $)ld§d)en,  wo  f ein  SJtann  naf)'$ 
®olblorfig  lag  am  83ufen  mein 
25ae>  Jj>aupt  ber  ftigen  tfnna. 

£>ie  Suben  nid)t  im  2Buftenfanb 
Gsrlabte  fo  b aB  SJtanna, 

$Bie  mid)  erquicffen,  Bugentbrannt, 

SDie  Sippen  meiner  2tnna. 

Sl)c  J&errfdjer,  neljmt  ben  Dft  unb  SBefi, 
S3om  Snbug  jur  ©aoanna! 

SEftidj  lagt  ben  8eib  umranBen  feft 
£>ev  glieberfddanBen  tfnna. 

33erdd)t(id)  blid’  id)  bort  unb  Balt 
2£uf  giirflin  unb  ©uttana, 

SBenn  ©eel’  in  ©eele  uberwaUt, 
S3erfd)tungnen  2£rm6  mit  tfnna! 

Sort,  ®ott  be!  SagS,  in  ©trat)Ienprad)t, 
Sort,  ©ottin  bleid),  jDiana! 

5t)r  ©terne,  f)iiUt  eud)  all  in  :iftad)t, 

®el)  Bofen  id)  mit  2tnna ! 

SSleib,  9tad)t  auf  Sftabenfd)wingen,  bteib! 

SBring’,  et)’  ber  Sag  l)erannaf)’, 

SJtir  (SngelSfebern,  bag  id)  fd)reib' 

2CU,  all  mein  ©lucB  mit  2tnna! 
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THE  WINTER  IT  IS  PAST. 


The  winter  it  is  past,  and  the  summer  *s  come  at  last. 
And  the  little  birds  sing  on  ev’ry  tree; 

Now  every  thing  is  glad,  while  1 am  very  sad. 

Since  my  true  love  is  parted  from  me. 

The  rose  upon  the  brier,  by  the  waters  running  clear. 
May  have  charms  for  the  linnet  or  the  bee; 

Their  little  loves  are  blest,  and  their  little  hearts  at  rest. 
But  my  true  love  is  parted  from  me. 

My  love  is  like  the  sun,  in  the  firmament  does  run, 

For  ever  is  constant  and  true; 

But  his  is  like  the  moon,  that  wanders  up  and  down. 

And  is  every  month  changing  a new. 

All  you  that  are  in  love,  and  cannot  it  remove, 

I pity  the  pains  you  endure: 

For  experience  makes  me  know  that  your  hearts  are 

full  o'woe, 

A woe  that  no  mortal  can  cure. 
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Jin:  UUintfr  tfl  »ollbrad)t. 

©er  SBinter  ifl  notlbracbt,  unb  ber  ©ommer  enbtid)  tad)t 
SRingg  fingen  bie  S3oglein  fo  fug; 

Sftun  jaucbjet  ©rog  unb  JUein,  nuc  id)  nergef)’  in  $>ein, 
(Seit  mein  ^)crjig  Sreulieb  mid)  oerlieg. 

©ie  wilbe  Sftof  im  #ag,  am  Elaren  STturmetbadj, 
©aud)t  ber  SSien’  unb  bem  Jg>anfltng  niel  fug, 

3>f)t  Eieben  ®lucE  unb  @d)erj,  iijre  ©eelcben  frei  non 

@d)merj, 

©od)  mein  SEreulieb  mid)  nerlieg. 

SJtein  fjeigeS  Sieben  brennt,  roie  bie  ©onn’  am  girmament, 
giir  emig  beftanbig  unb  treu; 

©od)  feind  bem  SDtonbe  gteid)t,  ber  aufunbnieber  fteigt, 
tfllmonatlid)  med)fetnb  auf’g  $Keu. 

©ie  3ff)r  in  Ciebe  brennt,  if)r  nid)t  entrinnen  Eonnt, 
S3oll  SUtitleib  mein  £erj  bei  Gsud)  meitt; 

©enn  Gsrfabrung  mid)  beleftrt,  bag  ®ud)  ein  2Bef)  oerjebtt# 
©in  SEBeb/  bag  Eein  ©terblidjer 
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MY  WIFE  ’S  A WINSOME  WEE  THING. 

She  is  a winsome  wee  thing, 

She  is  a handsome  wee  thing. 

She  is  a bonnie  wee  thing, 

This  sweet  wee  wife  o’  mine. 

I never  saw  a fairer, 

I never  lo'ed  a dearer; 

An  neist  my  heart  I'll  wear  her, 

For  fear  my  jewel  tine. 

She  is  a winsome  wee  thing 
She  is  a handsome  wee  thing. 

She  is  a bonnie  wee  thing. 

This  sw  eet  wee  wife  o'  mine. 

The  warld's  wrack  we  share  o't, 

The  warstle  and  the  care  o‘t; 

Wi’  her  I'll  blythly  bear  it, 

And  think  my  lot  divine. 
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JHnn  Wexb  t|i  fin  {jerjig  jperdjen, 

©ie  ift  ein  Jjerjig  Jperdjen, 

©ie  ift  ein  jierlidb  Jjbeydjen, 

©ie  ift  ein  ?ofig  Jpeydjen, 

2)ie6  fiifie  SBeibdjen  mein. 

ganb  Jteine  je  fo  gutig, 
giir  ?eine  ©d)6n’re  gtu&t’  idj, 

3unad)fl  bem  J£>erjen  but’  id) 

2Sot  Staub  mein  .Kleinob  fein. 

©ie  ift  ein  tyerjig  4?eydten, 

©ie  ift  ein  jierlid)  Jpeydjen, 

©ie  ift  ein  Boftg  Jpeyd)en, 

£)ie6  fiijje  SOBeibdjen  mein. 

2Bir  jiebn  burdj’t*  Seben  gnuglidt, 

2)urcb  Jlampf  unb  ©orgen  triiglid); 
SSJlit  it) v trag’  id)’6  Pergniiglicb 
Unb  mabn’,  ein  @ott  ju  fein. 
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MUSING  ON  THE  ROARING  OCEAN. 

Musing  nn  the  roaring  ocean. 

Which  divides  my  love  and  me; 

Wearying  Heaven  in  warm  devotion. 

For  his  weal  where'er  he  be. 

Hope  and  fear's  alternate  billow 
Yielding,  late  to  nature's  law, 

Whisp'ring  spirits  round  my  pillow 
Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa- 

Ye  whom  gorrow  never  wounded, 

Y'e  who  never  shed  a tear, 

Care-untroubled,  joy-surrounded. 

Gaudy  day  to  you  is  dear. 

Gentle  night,  do  thon  befriend  me; 

Downy  sleep,  the  curtain  draw; 

Spirits  kind,  again  attend  me, 

Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa! 
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$tnnento  baltr  am  miltien  Jtteeve. 

©innenb  batb  am  mitben  SDleere, 

£)a$  ben  Sreuen  mir  gerauBt; 

SSalb  mit  Ijetfier  2fnbad)t  3af)re 
©egen  flefjenb  auf  fein  Jpaupt; 

JpofFnungSboU  unb  ^urdjtijerrifFen, 

©pat  entfd)lummernb  ungefiillt, 
gliijlern  ©eifler  um  mein  Jftffen, 

Jieigen  mir  beS  gernen  S3ilb. 

©ie  2>ljr  nte  gemeint  irn  CeBen, 

97ie  gefeufjt  ein  fdjmereS  tfdj, 
©ram»erfd>ont,  non  $reub’  umgeben, 
fiieB  ijl  ©ud)  ber  lidjte  Sag. 

Sraute  ^adjt,  o trofie  b u mid>, 

3tef)  ben  S3ori)ang,  ©d)tummer  mitb; 
©ute  ©eifter,  ftngt  ju  Sfiut)  mid), 

3eiget  mir  bee>  gernen  SSitb! 
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LUCKLESS  FORTUNE. 

0 raging  fortune's  withering  blast 
Has  laid  my  leaf  full  Jow,  0! 

0 raging  fortune's  withering  blast 
Has  laid  my  leaf  full  low1,  0! 

My  stem  was  fair,  my  bud  was  green, 
My  blossom  sw'eet  did  blow,  0! 

The  dew  fell  fresh,  the  sun  rose  mild, 
And  made  my  branches  grow,  0! 

But  Inckless  fortune's  northern  storms 
Laid  a’  my  blossoms  low,  0! 

Bnt  Inckless  fortune's  northern  storms 
Laid  a my  blossoms  low,  0! 
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£>,  graufen  ©efd&tdfg  uerbeerenber  (Sturm 
3ti§  all  mein  8aub  jutf)al,  o! 

£),  graufen  (SefcbictS  nerbeerenber  ©turm 
Stifj  all  mein  2aub  jutljal,  o! 

SOtein  (Stamm  mar  fdjfanf,  bie  .ftnoSpe  grim, 
2£n  ®uft  bie  93littl)e  fo  reicb,  o ! 

£>er  Sbflu  ftel  frifcb,  bie  ©onne  fcbien  milb, 
2Bie  mu<f)i>  mein  tippig  ©ejmeig,  o! 

jDodf)  raufjen  ©djitffalS  eiftger  ©turm 
Stiff  SBlutf)’  unb  33latt  juttjal,  o! 

£>od)  raut)en  ©djicffale!  eiftger  ©turm 
Stiff  5Blutf)’  unb  SBlatt  jutljal,  o! 
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WAE  IS  MY  HEART. 

Wae  is  my  heart,  and  the  tear's  in  my  e’e; 

Lang,  lang,  joy 's  been  a stranger  to  me: 

Forsaken  and  friendless,  my  burden  I bear, 

And  the  sweet  voice  o'  pity  ne'er  sounds  in  my  ear. 

Love,  thon  hast  pleasures,  and  deep  hae  I lov'd. 
Love,  thon  hast  sorrows,  and  sair  hae  I prov'd; 

Bnt  this  bruised  heart  that  now'  bleeds  in  my  breast, 
I can  feel  by  its  throbbings  will  soon  be  at  rest. 

0.  if  I were,  where  happy  I hae  been, 

Down  by  you  stream,  and  yon  bonnie  castle-green; 
For  there  he  is  wand'riug,  and  musing  on  me, 

"Wha  wad  soon  dry  the  tear  frae  his  Phillis's  e'e. 
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We\)  ifl  mein  $ers. 

StBefy  ijt  mein  Jperj,  unb  mein  tfuge  Ifl  nafl; 

2ang,  Iang  ieglic&er  ftreub’  id>  uergafj: 

S3erlafien  unb  freunblol  mein  Jperj  ftd)  uerjeftrt 
Unb  bie  ©timme,  bie  ftijje,  be$  SJtitleibS  entbefjrt. 

fiiebe  ifl  ^reub’  — unb  geliebt  t>ab'  id)  l)eif: 

Siebe  ifl  2eib  — o id)  meifi!  o id)  meiji! 

2)o d)  Jfreti,  mein  jerbrticfteg,  ftiUblutenbeS  bu, 

D id)  filers  on  bem  3«<fen,  balb  finbeji  bu  3lu§: 

D!  mac’  id)  bort,  mo  gludtid)  einft  id)  mar, 
jDrunten  im  ©d)lofj=©run,  an  jenem  ©trome  flar: 
2)enn  meiner  gebenBenb  bort  fcftroeifet  im  SBalb, 
2)er  bie  kronen  »om  tfuge  mir  trodnete  balb. 
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TO  A KISS 


Humid  seal  of  soft  affections, 

Tend'reet  pledge  of  future  blisn. 
Dearest  tie  of  young  connections, 
Love's  first  snow-drop,  virgin  kiss; 

Speaking  silence,  dumb  confession, 
Passion's  birth,  and  infants'  play, 
Dove-like  fondness,  chaste  concession, 
Glowing  dawn  of  brighter  day; 

Sorrowing  joy,  adieu's  last  action, 

When  ling'ring  lips  no  more  must  join 
What  words  can  ever  speak  affection 
So  thrilling  and  sincere  as  thine. 
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IDer  &i\$. 

geudbteg  ©iegel  jdrttidjer  Sriebe, 

£unftigen  ©liicfeg  tbeuerfteg  $>fanb, 
Sungfraulicber  ,£u|j,  ©dmeeglocEcben  ber  Ciebe, 
Sunger  greunbfdjaft  tnntgfieg  58anb; 

S3erebteg  ©ctyroeigen,  fiummeg  @r!Iaren, 

©piel  ber  .ftinber,  unb  roerbenbeg  8eib, 
£auben=8iebfofung,  feufcbeg  ©ewabren, 

SRoftgeg  ©dmmern  fdbdnerer  3eit; 

8eibPoUe  ©eligBeit,  tfbfcbiebggriifjen, 

2Benn  jogernbe  Sippen  auf  eroig  jt'df)  flicfjn 

®en  SRaufd),  ben  f>eitigert,  fcbaurtg  fiifjen, 

2Ber  fdjilberte  jc  mit  2Borten  if)n! 
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’T  WAS  NA  HER  BONNIE  BLUE  E’E. 

T was  na  her  bonnie  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin; 

Fair  tho'  she  be,  that  was  ne'er  iny  undoing: 

’T  was  the  dear  smile  when  naebody  did  mind  us, 

'T  was  the  bewitching,  sweet  stown  glance  o'  kindness. 

Sair  do  I fear  that  to  hope  is  denied  me, 

Sair  do  I fear  that  despair  maun  abide  me? 

But  tho'  fell  fortune  should  fate  us  to  sever, 

Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom  for  ever. 

Mary,  I'm  thine  wi’  a passion  sincerest. 

And  thou  hast  plighted  me  love  o'  the  dearest! 

And  thou'rt  the  angel  that  never  can  alter  — 

Sooner  the  sun  in  his  motion  would  falter. 
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3()r  nonntg  JUauauge  ntdjt  traf  mid)  3um 

$Urbtn. 

3f)r  rnonnig  SBlauauge  nfdbt  traf  mi*  jum  ©terben, 
2tu*  all’  i&re  ©*onl)eit  ni*t  mar  mein  SBerberben: 
3>t)r  fjerjigeg  8a*eln  mar’g,  2CUen  t>erbol)len, 

®er  jaubrif*e  Siebegblitf,  Ijeimli*  geftof)ten. 

S3ang  af)nt  mir,  fur  mi*  ift  fein  #offen  l)ienieben, 
S3ang  atjnt  mir,  bafj  nur  mir  SSerjroeiflung  bef*ieben! 
So*  mag  au*  bag  graufame  ©*idffal  ung  trennen, 
SDtein  Jperj  roitb  fiir  immer  fie  .Ronigin  nennen. 

SJtarie!  i*  bin  bein  mit  bem  J£)eiligfien,  Snnigften, 

©u  f*en!teft  cinder*  mir»oU£ulb,»onberminnigften! 
Unb  bu  bift  ber  Gsngel,  ber  treu  ofjne  2Banfen  — 

(51)’  mi*e  bie  ©onn’  aug  ben  emigen  ©*ranfen. 


28* 
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OUT  OVER  THE  FORTH. 

Oat  over  the  Forth  I look  to  the  north, 

But  what  is  the  north  and  its  Highlands  to  me? 
The  south  nor  the  east  gie  ease  to  my  breast. 

The  far  foreign  land,  or  the  wild-rolling  sea. 

But  1 look  to  the  west,  when  I gae  to  rest. 

That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers  may  be; 
For  far  in  the  west  lives  he  I lo'e  best, 

The  lad  that  is  dear  to  my  babie  and  me. 


ANNA , THY  CHARMS. 

Anna,  thy  charms  my  bosom  fire, 
And  "press  my  soul  with  care; 

But,  ah!  how  bootless  to  admire, 
When  fated  to  despair! 

Yet  in  thy  presence,  lovely  fair, 

To  hope  may  be  forgiv'n ; 

For  sure  "t  were  impious  to  despair, 
So  much  in  sight  of  Heav'n. 
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34)  blithe  gett  tlorb. 

Sd)  blitfe  gen  9Totb,  ttjeit  iiber  ben  Sortb, 

®od>  fliUet  ber  ?ftorb  unb  fein  #od>tanb  mein  2Belj? 

©iiben  nodj  £)ft  giebt  Stub’  mir  unb  &ro|t, 

Seme  8anbe  fo  fremb,  nod)  bie  fturmmilbe  @ee. 

®odb  gen  SBefien  id)  feb’,  menn  fd)!afen  id)  gel)’, 

2)af  fufj  mein  Sntfd)  turn  mem,  mein£raum  moge  fein; 
25enn  im  SBejien,  ac& ! rneit  mofjnt  all  meine  S*eub’: 
25et  ^nab,  ber  mid)  liebt  unb  mein  JCiubelein  Hein. 


^Inna,  bein  tlei3. 

2Cnna,  bein  SReij  mein  Jperj  entflammt 
Unb  fiillt  mein  2Cug'  mit  Zt)tanen-y 
2)od>,  jum  S3erjmeifeln  ad)!  oerbammt, 
2Bie  nu§to§  all  mein  ©efjnen! 

Unb  bod),  menn  in  bein  2lug’  icb  fd)au’, 
3u  ftoffen,  ift  &erjeif)lid); 

2)enn  traun!  fo  nal)  ber  JpimmelSau’ 
Skrjroeifetn,  mat’  abfdjeulidj- 
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A BOTTLE  AND  AN  HONEST  FRIEND. 

Here's  a bottle  and  an  honest  friend! 

What  wad  yon  wish  for  mair,  man? 

Wha  kens,  before  his  life  may  end. 

What  his  share  may  be  of  care,  man? 

Then  catch  the  moments  as  they  fly. 

And  use  them  as  ye  ought,  man: 

Believe  me,  happiness  is  shy. 

And  comes  not  aye  when  sought,  man. 


DAMON  AND  SYLVIA. 

Yon  wand'ring  rill,  that  marks  the  hill. 
And  glances  o'er  the  brae,  Sir, 

Slides  by  a bower  where  mony  a flower, 
Sheds  fragrance  on  the  day,  Sir. 

There  Damon  lay,  with  Sylvia  gay, 

To  love  they  thought  nae  crime,  Sir; 
The  wild-birds  sang,  the  echoes  rang. 
While  Damon's  heart  beat  time.  Sir. 
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(£in  treuer  /remit),  ein  /iafd)d)en  §eht! 

(gin  treuer  gtounb,  ein  Stdfdbdjen  ©e!t! 

SBag  fudf)fl  bu  grofjreg  Jpeil,  SDlenfd)? 

SDBet  roeifj,  eft'  ialt  bie  ©d)oU’  ibn  becft, 

SEBeld)  Seib  ii)m  mirb  ju  S^eil,  SUtenfd)? 

Brum  bafd>’  im  Sliebn  ben  tfugenblicB, 

Unb  nii&’  ibn  fr of)  unb  flinB,  SOtenfd): 

©ar  fcbiicbtern,  gtaub  mir,  ijt  bag  ©lucf, 

Unb  fiebt  nicbt  iebem  SCBinB,  SDtenfd). 


Pamati  unt)  ^iuia. 

2B3o  bort  ber  Quell,  rom  #ugel  bell 
SO Beit  glanjenb  burdj  bie  ©cbluff,  Jperr, 
Bie  Saub’  umfdnuillt,  mo  SBluralein  roilb 
23erjicbmen  ftijjen  Buft,  Jg>err : 

Sag  Bamon  o!  bei  ©biota  frob. 

Bag  baud&t’  ibr  fuj?  mit  £ug,  #err; 
SBalbooglein  fang,  bag  ©dm  Elang, 

Ben  £aBt  if>r  Jg>erje  fc&lug,  Jperr. 
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FORLORN  MY  LOVE,  NO  COMFORT  NEAR. 

Forlorn,  ray  love,  no  comfort  near. 

Far,  far  from  thee,  1 wander  here ; 

Far,  far  from  thee,  the  fate  severe 
At  which  I most  repine,  love. 

0 wert  thou,  love,  hot  near  me; 

Bat  near,  near,  near  me ; 

How  kindly  thou  wonldst  cheer  me, 
And  mingle  sighs  w ith  mine,  love! 

Arouud  me  scowls  a wintry  sky, 

That  blasts  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy; 

And  shelter,  shade,  nor  home  have  I, 

Save  in  those  arms  of  thine,  love. 

Cold,  alter'd  friendship's  cruel  part, 

To  poison  fortune's  ruthless  dart  — 

Let  me  not  break  thy  faithful  heart, 

And  say  that  fate  is  mine,  love. 

But  dreary  tho'  the  moments  fleet, 

0 let  me  think  we  yet  shall  meet! 

That  only  ray  of  solace  sweet 
Can  on  thy  Chloris  shine,  love. 
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UJmDttift,  mm  fieb,  im  JlUnfdjenfdjmarm. 

33em>eift,  mein  Cieb,  im  9Jtenfdjenfd)tt>arm, 
gem,  fern  non  bit,  fo  freubenarm, 
gem,  fern  bon  bir,  o bittrer  Jparm, 

@o  ganj,  fo  ganj  aUein,  8icb! 

D,  {arnfi  bu,  8ieb,  nur  ju  mir, 

9tu r ju,  ju,  ju  mir, 

2)u  bradjtefi  JErofi  unb  Stub’  mir 
Unb  SKitleib  meiner  $)ein,  8ieb! 

brauft  um  mid)  ber  eifge  9lorb, 

£)eS  Jperjenl  Sliitben  all  oerborrt! 

J&ab  meber  Jpeimatf),  ©d>u§,  nod)  Jport, 

2C18  in  ben  2(rmen  bein,  8ieb. 

(Srfrorner  greunbfdjaft  graufam  Sbeit: 
S3ergiften  nod)  be$  UnglucfS  $)fetl  — 

2BiU  bredjen  nid)t  bein  Jperj,  mein  Jpeil! 
@agenb,  bieS  2ooS  fei  mein,  Sieb. 

<3d)leidjt  aud)  bie  £eit  in  Jj>erjenSn>ef)*n, 

Cafj  boffen  mid)  ein  38ieberfel)n ! 

25en  fufen  &rofi,  o la£  mir  ben! 

’©  ift  aU  mein  #offnungfd)eirt,  Sieb. 
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0 wert  thou,  love,  but  near  me; 

But  near,  near,  near  me; 

How  kindly  thou  wonldst  cheer  me, 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  love. 


SHE  SAYS  SHE  LO’ES  ME  BEST  OF  A’. 

Sae  flaxen  were  her  ringlets, 

Her  eyebrows  of  a darker  hue, 

Bewitehingly  o'er-arching 
Twa  laughing  een  o'  bonnie  blue. 

Her  smiling,  sae  wyling, 

Wad  mak  a wretch  forget  his  woe; 

What  pleasure,  what  treasure, 

Unto  these  rosy  lips  to  grow! 

Such  was  my  Chloris'  bonnie  face. 

When  first  her  bonnie  face  I saw; 

And  aye  my  Chloris'  dearest  charm, 

She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 

Like  harmony  her  motion; 

Her  pretty  ankle  is  a spy. 

Betraying  fair  proportion, 

Wad  mak  a saint  forget  the  sky, 

?■ 
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D,  farnff  bu,  Sieb  nut  ju  mit, 
Sftur  ju,  ju,  ju  mir, 

©u  brdcbtefl  SEroft  unb  SRuf)’  ntit 
Unb  SDtftleib  nteiner  $)ein,  Sieb! 


Sie  fagt,  i>a^  all  if)r  ®ex$e  mein. 

(So  blonb  ffnb  ibre  8od?en, 

Unb  bunJler  ifttet  2Cugen  58rau’, 

@o  jaubrifd)  tibertoolbenb 
3roei  lacfyenbe  2£ugen,  roonnig  blau. 

2Bie  rubrcnb,  tterftibrenb 
gerladjelt  fte  ber  ©eele  ^>ein! 

2Bie  roffg,  mie  Joffg 
2)ie  Cippe  labt  jum  .Stiffen  ein! 

©o  roar  5Ereuliebd)ene>  tfntlifc  bolb, 

2HS  idb  suerft  fte  fat)  im  J?>atn; 

•Do*  roa§  £reuliebd>en$  bodjfter  ©d)ntucf: 
©ie  fagt,  bafi  all  if)r  Jperje  mein. 

SDluft'f  if)t  fd>roebenb  ©djreiten; 

Db  if)rem  .ffitocbel,  bem  ©pion, 
S3erratbenb  f*onfte  gonnen, 

S3ergaff  ein  Jjoeil’ger  ®otte6  5Ef)ron. 


Digitized  by  Google 


444  — 


Sae  warming,  sae  charming; 

Her  faultless  form  and  gracefu'  air; 

Ilk  feature  — auld  nature 
Declar’d  that  she  could  do  nae  mairr 
Her’s  are  the  willing  chains  o'  love. 

By  conquering  beauty's  sovereign  law; 
And  aye  my  Chloris'  dearest  charm, 

She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 

Let  others  love  the  city, 

And  gaudy  show  at  sunny  noon; 

Gie  me  the  lonely  valley, 

The  dewy  eve,  and  rising  moon; 

Fair  beaming,  and  streaming, 

Her  silver  light  the  boughs  amang; 
While  falling,  recalling, 

The  amorous  thrush  concludes  his  sang: 
There,  dearest  Chloris,  wilt  thou  rove 
By  wimpliug  burn  and  leafy  shaw. 

And  hear  my  vows  o'  truth  and  love, 

And  say  thou  lo’est  me  best  of  a "t 
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©o  monnig,  fo  fonnig 
(Srmatmenb  iijrer  ©lieber  3ter 
Unb  $>rangen  — mit  SBangen 
9tennt  fetbfl  Sftatut  ftd>  ©d&iilerin  f)ier. 

©ie  fd>lug’  in  8iebe§feffeln  fanft 
Surd)  fiegcnbe  ©djonljeit  ein  Jjberj  non©tein; 
Unb  roa§  &reuliebdf)eM>  l)6d)fier  ©djmud: 

©ie  fagt,  bag  all  if>r  4?e rje  mein. 

8a§  2lnbre  ©table  lieben 
Unb  Ijeitern  ©lanj  im  SOtittagiflrat)!; 

SDlir  gebt  ben  tfjauigen  2lbenb, 

Sen  SDtonbenfdjein  im  fliUen  &l)al; 

©anft  glimmenb  unb  fd)tt>immenb 
SaS  ©ilberlidf>t  um  S3ufd)  unb  Sftieb; 

2Benn  locfenb,  fufi  fiocfenb 
Ste  Sroffel  fdbliefit  it)r  SiebeSlieb. 

Sort,  trauteS  Siebdfjen,  rcanble  bu 
2Cm  fd)langelnben  S3ad>  im  griinen  #ain, 

Unb  t)or  mid)  fdfrworen  Steb’  unb  £reu’, 

Unb  fag,  ba{j  all  bein  Jperje  mein. 
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0 LASSIE,  ART  THOU  SLEEPING. 

0 lassie,  art  thou  sleeping  yet, 

Or  art  thou  waking,  I would  wit? 

For  love  has  bound  me  hand  and  foot, 

And  I would  fain  be  in,  jo. 

0 let  me  in  this  ae  night. 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night, 

For  pity's  sake  this  ae  night, 

0 rise  and  let  me  in,  jo ! 

Thou  hear’st  the  winter  wind  and  weet, 
Kae  star  blinks  thro'  the  driving  sleet: 
Tak  pity  on  my  weary  feet, 

And  shield  me  frae  the  rain,  jo. 

The  bitter  blast  that  round  me  blaws, 
Unheeded  howls,  unheeded  fa's  : 

The  cauldness  o'  thy  heart 's  the  cause 
Of  a'  my  grief  and  pain,  jo. 

0 let  me  in  this  ae  night. 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night; 

For  pity's  sake  this  ae  night, 

0 rise  and  let  me  in,  jo! 
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©,  Mr  &4)lutnmrr  bit  ^UugUtn  3u. 

D,  fcf>lieS«t  bit  ©drummer  bie  tfeuglein  ju, 

ISraut  8iebdjen,  fprid),  ober  roadbefi  bu? 

®enn  Ciebe  laft  mir  nid)t  Staft  nod)  Stub’, 

Unb  mod)t’  id)  gem  binein,  J£inb. 

£),  laf  mid)  ein  bie  eine  Stadbt, 

2Me  eine,  eine,  eine  9tad)t, 

2lug  SDtitleib  nur  bie  eine  9tad)t, 

©teb  auf  unb  laf  mid)  ein,  JEinb! 

Jtalt  mebt  ber  28inb,  eg  jtobert  bicbt, 

.Rein  ©terntein  burd)  ben  ©dmeefturm  bridf)t: 

Jpab  SDtitteib  mit  mir  miibem  SP3id)t, 

Unb  fd)iifc  mid)  bor  bem  ©djnee,  £inb. 

2Bie  fdjarf  eg  fdjneit  unb  fcbnaubt  mit  9Jtad)t, 

3d)  ftifjr  eg  nicfet,  id)  ftab'  eg  nid)t  2£d)t; 

9tur  beineg  #erjeng  Sfroft  entfadbt 
2£U,  all  mein  8eib  unb  SGBef),  ^inb. 

£),  lag  mid)  ein  bie  eine  Stadrt, 

£)ie  eine,  eine,  eine  9tad)t, 

2lug  SOtitleib  nur  bie  eine  9?ad)t, 

©teb  auf  unb  laf  mid)  ein,  £inb! 
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HER  ANSWER. 

0 tell  na  me  o'  Mind  and  rain, 

Upbraid  na  me  wi'cauld  disdain! 

Gae  back  the  gate  ye  cam  again, 

I winna  let  you  in,  jo. 

I tell  yon  now  this  ae  night, 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night; 

And  ance  for  a'  this  ae  night, 

I M’inua  let  you  in,  jo. 

The  snellest  blast,  at  mirkest  hours, 

That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  pours. 

Is  uocht  to  what  poor  she  endures, 

That 's  trusted  faithless  man,  jo. 

The  sweetest  flower  that  deck'd  the  mead, 
Now  trodden  like  the  vilest  weed; 

Let  simple  maid  the  lesson  read, 

The  weird  may  be  her  ain,  jo. 

The  bird  that  charm'd  his  summer-day 
Is  now  the  cruel  fowler's  prey; 

Let  witless,  trusting  woman  say, 

How  aft  her  fate 's  the  same,  jo. 

I tell  you  now  this  ae  night, 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night; 

And  ance  for  a'  this  ae  night, 

1 winna  let  you  in,  jo! 
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fSVntmart. 

£>,  fpridj  mir  nidt  non  2Better  unb  SOBinb, 
2Bag  fdittft  bu  mid)  ftolj  unb  Baltgefinnt! 
©el)  bin,  rnober  bu  geBommen,  gefdroinb, 

3d)  tog  bid)  nidt  herein,  ©d)a$. 

Sftun  mcrB  bir’g  roobt,  bie  cine  9?adt, 
£>ie  cine,  ejne,  e i n e Sftadt, 

Unb  runb  beraug,  bie  e i n e Sftadjt 
Sag  id)  bid)  nid)t  herein,  ©da§! 

Set  wilbefte  ©turm  in  fdroarjefler  9?adtt 
Jpat  irrenbem  SIBanbrer  nid)t  balb  gebrad)t 
Sal  Seib,  bag  erbutbet  bie  acme  Siftagb, 

SDie  bem  falfd)en  SOtanne  getraut,  ©da&. 

2)ag  buftigfie  Stiimlein  im  tbauigen  9?ag 
3ertreten  je|t  roie  gemeineg  ©rag; 

2)ag  argtofe  SfJlabdbeit  ftrf)  merfiten  bag, 

£>ie  [eft  auf  3reue  gebaut,  ©da$. 

2)ag  S36glein,  bag  fingenb  ben  Senj  erfreut, 
3ft  ie?t  beg  grimmen  SSoglerg  S3eut’; 

Unb  gleideg  Soog  bat  bitter  bereut 
SDland)  arglog  glaubige  SSraut,  ©dja§. 

Sftun  merB  bir’g  mobt,  bie  e i n e 9?adt, 
5Die  eine,eine,eine  9tad>t, 

Unb  runb  beraug,  bie  eine  9lad)t 
Sag  id  bid  nidt  herein,  ©d)afc! 
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Percy  Bysshe  Shelley, 

Songs. 

LOVE’S  PHILOSOPHY. 

The  fountains  mingle  with  the  river, 

And  the  rivers  with  the  ocean, 

The  winds  of  heaven  mix  for  ever 
With  a sweet  emotion; 

Nothing  in  the  world  is  single; 

All  things  by  a law  divine 
In  one  another's  being  mingle  — 

Why  not  I with  thine? 

See  the  monntains  kiss  high  heaven, 

And  the  waves  clasp  one  another; 

No  sister  flower  would  be  forgiven 
If  it  disdained  its  brother: 

And  the  sunlight  clasps  the  earth. 

And  the  mooubeam9  kiss  the  sea;  — 
What  are  all  these  kissings  worth, 

If  thou  kiss  not  me? 
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fUmt)  f3i)ssl)e  JS'ljeUet), 

gcb.  1792,  ertrunfen  im  ©ufcn  »on  ©pejia  ben  7.  ©ept.  1822. 

2 i e b e *♦ 


JJfjUofopIjie  to  fiebe, 

JDem  (Strom  bereinen  fidfji  bie  Quetfen, 
Unt)  bent  SOteer  beg  ©tromg  (Srgtifle; 
®eg  Jpimmetg  fiufte  fid)  traut  gefeUen, 
Saufdjenb  fufe  j?ufle: 

Sftidbtg  fletjt  in  ber  3Bett  aUein; 

©otteg  ©prud)  t)ie{j  TtUeg  fjier 
©id)  (Sing  bem  tfnbern  liebenb  weiij’n  •— 
SBarum  id)  nid>t  bit? 

£>en  J£>immel  Stiffen  S3ergeglj6f)en, 
SOteeregmogen  fid)  umarmen; 

Unb  ©djmeflerblumletn  nimmer  fIof)en 
2fug  treuen  SBruberarmen: 

©onnenglanj  liebBoft  ber  @rb\ 

Unb  bag  SJleet  Siifit  9EKonbentidfjt;  — 
2Bag  ift  aU  bieg  Jtiiffen  roertf), 

.ftiiffefl  bu  mid)  nicbt? 
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LINES  TO  AN  INDIAN  AIR. 

I arise  from  dreams  of  thee 
In  the  first  sweet  sleep  of  night, 
When  the  winds  are  breathing  low, 
And  the  stars  are  shining  bright: 

I arise  from  dreams  of  thee, 

And  a spirit  in  my  feet 

Has  led  me  — who  knows  how? 

To  thy  chamber  window,  sweet! 

The  wandering  airs  they  faint 
On  the  dark  and  silent  stream  — 

The  champak  odours  fail 
Like  sweet  thoughts  in  a dream  ; 
The  nightingale's  complaint, 

It  dies  upon  her  heart, 

As  I must  on  thine, 

Beloved  as  thou  art! 

Oh  lift  me  from  the  grass! 

I die,  1 faint,  I fail! 

Let  thy  love  in  kisses  rain 
On  my  lips  and  eyelids  pale. 

My  cheek  is  cold  and  white,  alas! 
My  heart  beats  loud  and  fast, 

Oh!  press  it  close  to  thine  again. 
Where  it  will  break  at  last. 
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t*erfe  3tt  finer  intoifdjen  ttkift* 

3<b  erroacfjt’  au$  SEraumen  non  bit 
3m  fiifien  £ruf)f<#tummer  bee  Stadjt, 

2Bo  bie  Sufte  leife  roef)n, 

Unb  entgtommen  ber  ©terne  ^pracfjt: 

3<b  erroadjt’  aug  Sraumen  non  bir, 

Unb  ein  ©eift  in  ben  gufen  trieb 
SDbid)  balb  — rote  ifl'g  gefcbefjn?  — 

7Cn  bein  JCammerfenfter,  Bieb! 

•ipinjterbenb  ber  ?fta<Jjtroinb  fliefjt 
2fuf  bem  bunfeln,  ftiUen  ©trom  — 

SEBie  buftigen  SEraumbilbS  ^u§ 

S3erroeftt  beg  <5f)ampafg  2Crom; 

2)er  Sftacbtigatt  ^lagelieb 
©rflirbt  am  Jjberjen  if)r, 

SBie  i<fj  an  beinem  muf, 

©o  lieb,  aeb,  biji  bu  mir! 

3<b  fdjroan!e,  idj  fterb’,  idj  nergef)! 

S3  erf )eb  midj  aug  bem  ©rag! 

SRegne  ^uffe  ber  Ciebe  mir  bidjt 
2fuf  ben  SJtunb,  aufg  tfugenlib  blaf. 

SJleine  2Bang’  ifl  fait  unb  bleidj  — bodj  roef)! 
3Bie  fiurmifeb  fdjlagt  mein  Jjberj; 

S3!  brut!’  eg  nodj  einmat  fefi  an  being, 

2Bo’g  enblidf)  roof)l  bridfjt  nor  ©djmerj. 
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A LAMENT. 

Swifter  far  than  summer's  flight. 
Swifter  far  than  youth's  delight. 
Swifter  far  than  happy  night. 

Art  thou  come  and  gone: 

As  the  earth  when  leaves  are  dead, 

As  the  night  when  sleep  is  sped. 

As  the  heart  when  joy  is  fled, 

I am  left  lone,  alone. 

The  swallow  Summer  comes  again. 

The  owlet  ftight  resumes  her  reign. 

But  the  wild  swan  Youth  is  fain 
To  fly  with  thee,  false  as  thou. 

My  heart  each  day  desires  the  morrow, 
Sleep  itself  is  turned  to  sorrow, 

Vainly  would  my  winter  borrow 
Sunny  leaves  from  any  bough. 

Lilies  for  a bridal  bed, 

Roses  for  a matron's  head, 

Violets  for  a maiden  dead, 

Pansies  let  my  flowers  be: 

On  the  living  grave  I bear, 

Scatter  them  without  a tear, 

Let  no  friend,  however  dear, 

Waste  one  hope,  one  fear  for  me. 
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C£ine  age* 

gftucbt’get  n>eit,  atg  ©ommerg  spradjC 
l«<f>t’ger  weit,  alg  Sugenb 
gliid^t’ger  melt,  alg  fet’ge  Sf7adf>tJ, 

®ad)tefl  — eergafiefl  bu  mein: 

3Bie  bie  @rb’  im  Ceidwnbteib, 

SDBie  bie  9lad)t  jur  ©cfctummerjeit, 

2Bie  bag  Jperj,  nerarmt  in  Seib/ 

©tel)’  i<b  berlaffen,  allein. 

25ie  ©djwalbe  ©ommer  tt>ieberleJjrt, 

23ie  Gsule  9^ad)t  bed? t neu  bie  (Srb’, 

25od)  Sugenb,  bet  roilbe  (Sd^man,  begefcrt 
3u  flieljn  mit  bit/  falfd)  gletdj  bir. 
Saglid)  erfef)nt  mein  J&erj  ben  9)torgen, 
SDleiit  ©d&laf  felbft  ifi  geroanbt  in  ©orgen, 
9D7ein  StBinter  truth’  urafonfl  erbotgen 
gremben  Saubeg  fonnige  3ier. 

£)em  S5ett  ber  93raut  bie  Cilic  rein, 

25em  SDlutterbaupt  bet  9tofe  ©cbein, 
S3eild)en  ber  Jungfrau  SSobtenfd&rein/ 
Sluftenb  ©eigblatt  mafjte  id): 

Sebenb  begraben  bin  id>  ^e«t; 

SEbranenlog  bie  S3lumen  fireut! 

J?ein  gfreunb,  ^ie  t^cuer  audj/  rergeub’ 

<5  i n Jpoffen/  e i n e gurdjt  um  mid)- 
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MUTABILITY. 

We  are  as  clouds  that  veil  the  midnight  moon; 

How  restlessly  they  speed,  and  gleam,  and  quiver. 
Streaking  the  darkness  radiantly!  yet  soon 
Night  closes  round,  and  they  are  lost  for  ever: 

Or  like  forgotten  lyres,  whose  dissonant  strings 
Give  various  response  to  each  varying  blast. 

To  whose  frail  frame  no  second  motion  brings 
One  mood  or  modulation  like  the  last. 

We  rest  — A dream  has  power  to  poison  sleep; 

We  rise  — One  wandering  thought  pollutes  the  day: 
We  feel,  conceive  or  reason,  laugh  or  weep: 

Embrace  fond  woe,  or  cast  oar  cares  away: 

It  is  the  same!  — For,  be  it  joy  or  sorrow, 

The  path  of  its  departure  still  is  free: 

Man's  yesterday  may  ne'er  be  like  his  morrow; 
Nought  may  endure  but  Mutability. 
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fKnbijlatrtr* 

3Bir  finb  ©ewol?,  bag  9lad)tg  ben  SDlonb  umfliefjt: 
SBie  rafttog  eilt  eg,  gtanjt  im  £itterfd)immer, 

2)ag  SDunfet  lid>t  burcfyfhetfenb!  — bod)  balb  fd&liefit 
©id)  ringg  bie  9tad)t,  unb  f)in  ifl  eg  fur  tmmer: 

S3ergeffne  #atfen  mit  berflimmfen  ©aiten, 

£sf)r  gd>o  ibedjfelnb  jebern  SEBcdfvfelroinb; 

3f)t  «£erj,  erfdjiittert,  fd&road),  bon  feinet  jwei ten 
grregung  meljr  bet  ftul)ern  Son  geroinnt. 

©it  ruf)n  — gin  Sraum  ben  ©djlaf  ju  gift  fann  mad&en; 
©tet)n  auf  — gin  Srrgebanf  entmei&t  ben  Sag: 

2Bic  futjtcn,  bitten,  griibeln,  ibeinen,  tadjen, 

©d)welgen  im  ©corners,  entflieijn  bem  Ungema<&: 

cing ! — benn  fei’n  eg  Steuben  obet  ©orgen, 

£>er  $)fab  ju  ifyrer  Sludjt  ifl  fletg  jut  Jj?anb: 

2)eg  SO^cnfdben  geflern  gteidjt  nie  feinem  SOlorgen; 
9li<$tg  ifl  bon  2)auer  alg  bet  Unbeflanb. 
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THE  WORLD’S  WANDERERS. 

Tell  me,  thou  star,  whose  wings  of  light 
Speed  thee  in  thy  fiery  flight, 

In  what  cavern  of  the  night 
Will  thy  pinions  close  now? 

Tell  me,  moon,  thon  pale  and  grey 
Pilgrim  of  heaven's  homeless  way, 

In  what  depth  of  night  or  day 
Seekest  thou  repose  now? 

Weary  wind,  who  wanderest 
Like  the  world's  rejected  guest. 

Hast  thou  still  some  secret  nest 
On  the  tree  or  billow? 
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|Die  HJUantom  fcer  1$flt 

(Stern,  befT  gittid)  in  (Straf)tenpratf)t 
geurigen  gtugel  burcfjeilt  bie  Statfct, 

Sn  roeldjem  fernen  (Sdjattenfd&ac&t 
(Stitlff  ber  (Sd>n>ingen  4?nff  bu? 

SDtonb,  bu  $>itger  bleicfc  unb  grau 
2Cuf  ummrtfybarer  JjbimmelSau’, 

Sn  n>eld)en  SSiefen  im  nad)t’gen  SBlau 
©udieff  enblid)  Staff  bu? 

SJtuber  SOBinb,  ber  fonber  Staff 
25u  inanberff  atS  2Belt=oerffof’ncr  ©aff, 
gem  auf  9Bog’  ober  S3aume§aff 
(Sin  fyeimlidj  Steff^en  — t)aff  bu? 
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WHEN  THE  LAMP  IS  SHATTERED. 

When  the  lamp  is  shattered 
The  light  in  the  dost  lies  dead  — 

When  the  clond  is  scattered. 

The  rainbow's  glory  is  shed. 

When  the  late  is  broken, 

Sweet  tones  are  remembered  not; 

When  the  lips  have  spoken, 

Loved  accents  are  soon  forgot. 

As  mnsic  and  splendour 
Survive  not  the  lamp  and  the  Inte, 

The  heart's  echoes  render 
No  song  when  the  spirit  is  mute: 

No  song  but  sad  dirges, 

Like  the  wind  through  a rained  cell. 

Or  the  mournful  surges 
That  ring  the  dead  seaman's  knell. 

When  hearts  have  once  mingled 
Love  first  leaves  the  well-built  nest. 

The  weak  one  is  singled 
To  endure  what  it  once  posBest. 

0 Love!  who  bewailest 
The  frailty  of  all  things  here. 

Why  choose  you  the  frailest 
For  your  cradle,  your  home,  and  your  bier? 
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Me  &ev$t 

Sjl  bie  .Retse  serfdjmettert, 
fiiegt  ber  ©tans  erlofc&en  in  Sladfjt  — 
©inb  jertbeitet  bie  SEBetter, 

.Rein  Sftegenbogen  mebr  Iacbt. 

SEBenn  bie  Saute  jerbrotj&en, 

Sjl  if)c  tieblicbeg  Sonen  nerbatft; 

#at  bie  Sippe  gefprocben, 

2Bitb  ibr  .Rofen  uergeffen  roie  balb! 

SEBie  Saute  unb  .Rerjen 
S'tidbt  ®tanj  ubeclebt  nod)  .Rtang, 

4?at  bag  (§<bo  im  J&erjen, 

SEBenn  ftumm  unfer  ©eifi,  Jeinen  ©ang: 
.Rein  Sieb,  alg  noil  Stauer, 

SEBie  ber  SEBinb  burcfc  SRuinen  binfaufi, 
Unb  beg  2Bogentiebg  ©<bauer, 

2)ag  ben  itnJenben  ©eemann  umbrauft. 

Seben  Jperjen  genteinfam, 

33ertajjt  Siebe  juerft  ibren  ©i§, 

Unb  bag  fdfnuacbe  tragt  einfam 
2Clg  SBtirbe,  n>ag  einfi  fein  23eft'§. 

£>  Siebe!  bein  ©ram  ifi, 
jDafj  gebrecfjtirf)  bier  2CUeS  unb  farg, 

SDie  bag  ©cbroacbfie  bu  nat)mefl 
3ur  2Biege,  jur  Jpeimatb,  sum  <Sarg! 
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Its  passions  will  rock  thee 
As  the  storms  rock  the  ravens  on  high: 
Bright  reason  will  mock  thee. 

Like  the  sun  from  a wintry  sky. 

From  thy  nest  every  rafter 
Will  rot,  and  thine  eagle  home 
Leave  thee  naked  to  laughter, 

When  leaves  fall  and  cold  winds  come. 


TIME. 

Unfathomable  Sea!  whose  waves  arc  years, 

Ocean  of  Time,  whose  waters  of  deep  woe 
Are  brackish  with  the  salt  of  human  tears! 

Thou  shoreless  flood,  which  in  thy  ebb  and  flow 
Claspest  the  limits  of  mortality! 

And  sick  of  prey,  yet  howling  on  for  more, 
Vomitest  thy  wrecks  on  its  inhospitable  shore; 
Treacherous  in  calm,  and  terrible  iu  storm. 

Who  shall  put  forth  on  thee, 

Unfathomable  Sea! 
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SBilb  fdfjauBelt  fein  33eanb  bid& 

$Bie  bic  ©tucme  ben  2£ae  in  bee  Spot)': 
^alt  f)of)nt  bee  SSecftanb  bidf),  . , 

2Bie  SBinfeefonne  ben  ©dEjnee. 

SEebee  ©paeeen  neeeottet 
5)eine8  SKefiS,  unb  trn  tfare^Jpoejt 
©te£)jl  bu  nadft  unb  neefpottet 
2Benn  im  JpeeJbflfluem  faf>l  fle&t  bee  ftoefh 


Wxt  3nt. 

(SeunbtofeS  97leer!  beg’  SBogen  3a$ee  ftnb, 
Seit=Dcean  beg’  2BetIn  noli  Seib  unb  S3lut 
3<rt)Uofee  2flenfdEjent!)eanen  ©alj  buec^einnt! 

tfllufeelofee!  bee  mit  (Sbb’  unb  glutl) 

£>te  (Seenjen  all’  umfdEjwillt  bee  ©terblicfifeit [ 

3um  (Stel  fatt  non  2Raub,nadEj  mel)t  fletS  fcfceeit, 
3um  untmef&baeen  ©teanb  bie  SSeummee  fpeit, 
^uedjtbae  tm  ©tucm,  oeeeatljeifdEj,  soenn  ee  eufyt  — 
2Bem  beidfjft  bu  ntd^t  ben  SUlutf), 
tflluneemeflne  glutl)! 
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Thomas  Campbell. 


ABSENCE. 

Tis  not  the  Ions  of  love's  assurance. 

It  is  not  doubting  what  thou  art, 

But  'tis  the  too,  too  long  endurance 
Of  absence,  that  afflicts  my  heart. 

The  fondest  thoughts  two  hearts  can  cherish. 
When  each  is  lonely  doomed  to  weep, 

Are  fruits  on  desert  isles  that  perish, 

Or  riches  buried  in  the  deep. 

What  though,  untouch’d  by  jealous  madness. 
Our  bosom’s  peace  may  fall  to  wreck; 

Th'  undoubting  heart,  that  breaks  with  sadness. 
Is  but  more  slowly  doomed  to  break. 

Absence!  is  not  the  soul  torn  by  it 
From  more  than  light,  or  life,  or  breath? 

'T  is  Lethe's  gloom,  but  not  its  quiet,— 

The  pain  without  the  peace  of  death! 
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)o\m&  Campbell,  . 

gcb.  btn  27.  Suit  1777,  gcft.  ben  16,  3uni  1844. 


Cntfirntfm* 

97id)t  bee  23ertuft  an  8ieb’  unb  J-bulben, 

2fn  beiner  SEreue  gweifet  nidjt, 

97ein,  nur  bag  ju,  ju  lange  £)ulben 
2>er  SErennung  ad>!  bag  J&erj  rnir  bric$t 

®ag  ©ugefie,  roag,  einfarn  tobernb, 

(Sin  Jperj  bem  anbern  meinenb  fcbenEt, 

©inb  grueftt’,  auf  muften  Snfeln  mobernb, 
©inb  ©d)d$e,  tief  in’g  SDteer  oerfenEt. 

Db,  fret  bon  eiferfiidit’gem  SDBabnen, 

2)ie  S3rufi  ofi  btrfl  im  ©djmerjegErampf, 
Gin  trauenb  4?erj,  bag  britbt  »or  ©efjnen, 
Siegt  langer  nur  im  SEobegEampf. 

(Sntferntfein!  raubt  eg  ung  bienieben 
97id)t  mebr  alg  8id)t  unb  Seben  fafl? 

’©  tjl  8ctbe’g  07arf>t,  bodj  nidjt  ii)r  Sfrieben,  — 
2£<b!  SEobegpein,  ni<bt  Sobegrafl! 
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James  Thomson. 


. TO  MYRA. 

0 thou,  whose  tender  serious  eyes 
Expressive  speak  the  mind  I love; 

The  gentle  aznre  of  the  skies, 

The  pensive  shadows  of  the  grove: 

0 mix  the  beauteous  beams  with  mine. 

And  let  us  interchange  our  hearts; 

Let  all  their  sweetness  on  me  shine, 

Pour'd  through  my  soul  be  all  their  darts. 

Ah!  'tis  too  much!  I cannot  bear 
At  once  so  soft,  so  keen  a ray: 

In  pity  then,  my  lovely  fair, 

0 turn  those  killing  eyes  away! 

But  what  avails  it  to  conceal 
One  charm,  where  nought  but  charms  I see? 

Their  lustre  then  again  reveal, 

And  let  me,  Myra,  die  of  thee! 
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James  djamsatt, 

gcb.  3u  SRoyburgb  ben  11.  September  1700. 

flcfi.  3U  £cn>  Sane,  bei  iRidjmonb  ben  27.  Stugufl  1748. 


<Slit  Myxa. 

D!  mie  bein  TCuge,  ernfi  unb  milb, 
2CuSflraE)lt  mein  CtebeSibeal : 

£>er  fanften  JjMmmelgblaue  58ilb 
Unb  finnenber  ©fatten  im  SEBalbeStfjal! 

SDafi  @eel’  in  ©eele  uberroalP, 

£)  ftrom’  in  mein8  ben  gauberfcfcein ! 

Safi  Iddjeln  mir  fein  (Siifieg  alt, 

S3oi)t’  all  bie  spfeil’  in’3  Jj?erje  mein. 

7C<b ! ’$  ift  ju  bid!  ben  ©tra^l,  fo  linb 
Unb  fdjavf  jugleid),  ertrag’  id)  nid)t: 

2Cut>  Sftitleib  brum,  f)olbfelig  £inb, 

£)  birg  bein  tobtlid)  2Cugenlid()t! 

Unb  bod),  in  beiner  SReije  .ffranj 
$03a$  ijilft’S,  berJjiillt  ben  einen  fefjn? 

Safi  leud)ten  benn  ber  Tiugen  ©lanj, 

Unb  mid)  baran  ju  ©runbe  ge^n! 
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Thomas  Percy’s 

Beliques  of  Ancient  English  Poetry. 


sir  CAULINE. 

THE  FIR8T  PART. 

In  Ireland,  ferr  over  the  sea, 

There  dwelleth  a bonnye  kinge; 

And  with  him  a yong  and  comlye  knighte. 
Men  call  him  Syr  Cauline. 

The  kinge  had  a ladye  to  his  daughter 
In  fashyon  she  hath  no  peere; 

And  princely  wightcs  that  ladye  wooed 
To  be  theyr  wedded  feere. 

Syr  Cauline  Ioveth  her  best  of  all, 

But  nothing  durst  he  saye; 

Re  descreeve  his  counsay]  to  no  man. 

But  deerlye  he  lovde  this  may. 
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ttefcemfte  altettflttfcfjec  £Hd)t¥uttfk 


(STflulitu 

Gs  r ft  e r £ I)  e i I. 

3n  Srtanb  tebte,  fern  itber  SJteer, 

(Sin  £onig  lobefam; 

Unb  mit  it)m  ein  ianger,  maiblicfyer  Slitter, 
©it  (Saulin  nmr  fein  Slam’. 

©er  J?onig  batf  eine  SDlaib  jur  SEod&ter, 
©te  mod)t  nidfct  ftttiger  fein; 

Unb  furfitidbe  StecEen  begefyrten  jum  SBeib 
2)aS  eble  SDtagbetein, 

©ir  Gtaulin  minnte  fie  treu  nor  TfU’n, 

®od)  nur  in  Jg>eimIirf>Beit; 

SSertrauen  burft  er’S  Sliemanb  nidjt, 

2)odb  innig  tiebt’  er  bie  SDlaib. 
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Till  on  a daye  it  so  befell. 

Great  dill  tc  him  was  diglit; 

The  maydens  love  reraovde  his  mynd, 

To  care-bed  went  the  kuighte. 

One  while  he  spred  hie  armes  him  fro, 

* One  while  he  spred  them  nye: 

And  aye!  but  I winne  that  ladyes  love. 

For  dole  now  I man  dye. 

And  whan  onr  parish-massc  was  done, 

Our  kinge  was  bowne  to  dyne: 

He  sayes,  Where  is  Syr  Cauline, 

That  is  wont  to  serve  the  wyne? 

Then  annswerde  him  a courteous  knighte. 
And  fast  his  handes  gan  wringe: 

Sir  Cauline  is  sicke,  and  like  to  dye 
Without  a good  lcechinge. 

Fetche  me  downe  my  daughter  deere. 

She  is  a leeche  fulle  fine: 

Goe  take  him  doughe,  and  the  baken  bread. 
And  serve  him  with  the  wync  soe  red ; 

Lothe  I were  him  to  tine. 

Fair  Christabelle  to  his  chanmber  goes, 

Her  maydens  followyng  nye: 

0 well,  she  sayth,  how  doth  my  lord? 

0 sicke,  thou  fayr  ladye. 
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33ig  eineg  Sagg  eg  fo  gefd>ab/ 

®rofj  Ceib  fein  Jperj  bebrang; 

£)ie  Cieb’  f)att’  ibm  ben  ©inn  jerjlort, 

Ttufg  ©orgenbett  er  fanB. 

Sine  3Beit  er  bte  TCrme  bon  ltd)  ftrecft. 

Sine  2Beit  er  fie  brucft  an’g  Jjberj: 

„Unb  ad>!  geioinn’  id)  bag  SJtagbtein  nicbt, 

©o  mujj  id)  fterben  fur  ©cbmerj." 

Unb  at§  nun  unfre  Stteffe  toar  aug, 

Unfer  Jtonig  tafeln  eilt; 

Sr  fprad) : „2Bid)  wunbert,  too  ©ir  Saulin, 

SJtein  wadfrer  9)tunbfd)enB,  roeilt?" 

Tfntroortet  ibm  ein  ebler  Slitter 
Unb  ringt  bie  4?anbe  bang: 

„©ir  Saulin  ift  Brant,  unb  bitft  il)m  Betn  Tfrjt, 
©o  tebt  er  roobl  nid)t  mebt  lang." 

„£olt  ^crab  rneine  Sodjter  lieb, 

©ie  ift  ein’  2Cerjtin  fein; 

®ebt,  bringt  ibm  SQSedB  unb  gebacBen  33rob, 

Unb  labt  ibn  mit  bem  2Bein  fo  rotb; 

Ceib  follte  fein  Sob  mir  fein." 

©ebon  Sbnftabette  jur  hammer  gebt, 

Sb«  Sungfraun  im  @eleit: 

„®ott  gruji!"  fpracb  fte,  „£err  Slitter,  n>ie  tbutg?" 
*tfcb,  elenb,  fd)6ne  SJtaib!" 
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Nowe  ryse  np  wightlye,  man  for  shame. 

Never  lye  soe  coward  lee; 

For  it  is  told  in  my  fathers  halle, 

Yon  dye  for  love  of  mee. 

Fayre  ladye,  it  is  for  your  love 
That  all  this  dill  I drye: 

For  if  yon  wold  comfort  me  with  a kisse. 

Then  were  I brought  from  bale  to  blisse, 

No  lenger  wold  I lye. 

Sir  knighte,  my  father  is  a kinge, 

I am  his  onlye  heire; 

Alas ! and  well  you  knowe,  syr  knighte, 

I never  can  be  youre  fere. 

0 ladye,  thou  art  a kinges  daughter. 

And  I am  not  thy  peere, 

But  let  me  doe  some  deedes  of  armeB 
To  be  your  bacheleere. 

Some  deedes  of  armes  if  thou  wilt  doe, 

My  bacheleere  to  bee, 

But  ever  and  aye  my  heart  wold  rue, 

Giff  harm  shold  happe  to  thee, 

Upon  Eldridge  hill  there  groweth  a thorne,  28) 
Upon  the  mores  brodinge; 

And  dare  ye,  syr  knighte,  wake  there  all  nighte. 
Untill  the  fayre  morninge? 
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„57un  fdbamt  (Sudj,  SJlann,  erljebt  (Sud)  draff, 
8iegt  nid)t  fo  iammerlidj; 

©enn  el  t)ctf t in  meinel  23aterl  J&aU’, 

Si)r  flcrbt  aul  2iebe  fur  mid)." 

„23ielfd)6ne  SJlaib,  bic  Sicbc  ju  (Sud) 

©cfyafft  all  bie§  8eiben  mir: 

(Sin  labenber  .ftufi  Don  (Surem  SJlunb, 

(Sr  mad)te  son  aUem  2Beb  mid)  gefunb, 

Sliest  longer  lag’  idj  §ier." 

„#err  Slitter,  mein  S3ater  ift  ein  £onig, 

3d)  bin  fein  einjig  £inb; 

Unb  adf> ! rool)l  roift  3f)r,  el  fugt  ftdj  nie, 

£)afj  all  2Beib  mid)  minnt." 

„D  gjlaib,  3&r  feib  einel  £6nigl  &od)ter, 

Sd)  del)'  @ud)  weit  ju  fern; 

5Dod)  lafjt  mid)  tf)un  eine  2Baffentf)at, 

(Suer  Slitter  roar’  ic§  gem." 

„Unb  roollt  3&r  tbun  eine  9Baffentf)at, 

3u  fein  mein  Slitter  roertf), 

SDod)  immer  unb  eroig  uerfcbmerj’  id)’l  nid)t, 
©o  Seib  (Sud)  roiberfa^rt: 

„tfuf  bem  (Slbribge=33ul)l  ba  roadjft  ein  £)orn, 
©tad)lid)t  in  Jpaib’  unb  ©anb; 

Unb  roagt  3f>r  8“  road&en  bort  all  bie  Slad&t, 
35il  lid)t  ber  SKorgen  erfianb? 
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For  the  Eldridge  knighte,  so  mickle  of  mighte, 
Will  examine  you  beforne: 

And  never  man  bare  life  awaye, 

But  he  did  him  scath  and  ecorne. 


That  knighte  he  is  a fond  paynim, 

And  large  of  limb  and  bone  ; 

And  but  if  heaven  may  be  thy  speede. 
Thy  life  it  is  but  gone. 


Nowe  on  the  Eldridge  hilles  lie  walke, 
For  thy  sake,  faire  ladie; 

And  lie  either  bring  you  a ready  token. 
Or  He  never  more  you  see. 


The  lady  is  gone  to  her  own  chamberc. 
Her  maydens  following  bright: 

Syr  Can  line  lope  from  care-bed  soone, 
And  to  the  Eldridge  hills  is  gone, 

Fo  to  wake  there  all  night. 


Unto  midnight,  that  the  moone  did  rise, 
He  walked  up  and  downe: 

Then  a lightsome  bugle  heard  he  blowe 
Over  the  bents  soe  browne; 

Quoth  hee,  If  cryance  come  till  my  heart, 
I am  liar  from  any  good  towne. 
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„®enn  ber  (SIbrtbge-SRerfe,  fo  fireitbar  unb  Beef, 
SDStrb  (Sudj  erproben  bot  Sag; 

Unb  Seiner  nod)  trug  ba£  Sebcn  babon, 

(Sr  fdjuf  ibm  erft  ©djimpf  unb  ©d)mad). 


„2)er  £dmp’  er  ift  ein  grimmer  Jpeibe, 

S3on  ©liebern  unb  £nod)en  grog; 

Unb  mo  nid)t  ber  #immel  (Sud)  lagt  gebeibn, 
©o  fdUt  (Sucb  Sob  jum  2oo$." 


„9tun,  (Sud)  ju  Cieb,  bielberrlid&e  SDtaib, 
SBill  id)  &um  (Stbribge  gebm 
Unb  mill  (Sud)  bringen  ein  ©iegeSpfanb, 
Dber  nimmet  (Sud)  mieberfel)n." 


2)a§  gfraulein  ging  in  i^r  ^ammerlein, 
3>bre‘Sungfraun  l)olb  ibr  nad); 

©ir  Saulin  fprang  bom  ©orgenbett  flinf, 
Unb  bin  jum  (5lbribge*23ubt  er  ging, 

3u  madjen  bort  bi$  Sag. 


Um  SDlitternadbt/  ba  ber  SDtonb  ging  auf, 
©dmitt  er  ben  SBubl  enllang; 

£>a  bort’  er  uber  bie  Jpaibe  fo  braun 
(Sinei>  beUen  JporneS  £lang; 

Sr  fpradi:  „^ein  guter  Dr t ift  nab/ 
2Benn  ie^t  mir  miirbe  bang." 
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And  soone  he  spyde  on  the  mores  so  broad, 
A furyous  wight  and  fell; 

A ladye  bright  his  brydle  led. 

Clad  in  a fayre  kyrtell ; 


And  soe  fast  he  called  on  Syr  Cauline, 

0 man,  I rede  thee  flye, 

For  ‘but"  if  cryance  comes  till  my  heart, 

1 weene  but  thou  mun  dye. 


He  sayth,  ‘No'  cryance  comes  till  niy  heart, 
Nor  in  fayth,  I wyll  not  flee; 

For,  cause  thou  minged  not  Christ  before. 
The  less  me  dreadeth  thee. 


The  Eldridge  knighte,  he  pricked  his  steed  ; 

Syr  Cauline  bold  abode: 

Then  either  shooke  his  trustye  speare, 

And  the  timbre  these  two  children  bare 
Soe  soone  in  sunder  slode. 


Then  tooke  they  out  theyr  two  good  sw'ordes. 
And  layden  on  full  faste, 

Till  helme  and  hawberke,  mail  and  sheelde. 
They  all  were  well-nye  brast. 
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Unb  balb  erfpabt’  er  auf  wetter  Jpaib’ 

@inen  dampen,  grauS  unb  wilb; 

(Seinen  3«um  in  ber  £anb,  fdjritt  reid&  gefdfjmucEt 
Sin  fd&oneo  Jrauenbilb. 


Unb  fo  fd&rie  taut  er  ©ir  Saulin  an: 

„D  SDtann,  id)  ratbe  bir,  flief)! 

2)enn  wo  nidfjt  fturcbt  bejwingt  mein  £erj, 
<&o  mugt  bu  jterben  adbie." 


Sr  fpradfj:  „9li(bt  Srufdftt  bejwingt  mein  Jg>erj, 
9tocb  will  id)  fliebn,  mein’  SEreu! 

2)enn  ba  bu  nid&t  Sbrift  genannt  Porauf, 

@o  minber  idb  bidb  fd>eu’." 


©er  SIbribge=3tet?e  fpornte  fein  3to§, 

S'efl  ftanb  ©ir  Saulin,  ber  Jpelb; 

©ann  fdmettte  Seber  ben  fiarEen  ©peer, 
Unb  bie  ^elmjier  biefer  jwei  dampen  t)et)v 
glog  firacES  in  ©plitter  jerfd&ellt. 


©ann  jogen  fte  rafdb  bie  ©cbwerter  gut 
Unb  brafdben  mit  ©djlag  auf  ©d)lag, 

S3i^  £elm  unb  ^»al§berg,  spanjer  unb  ©dfjilb 
©ar  tief  oerbaun  jerbracb. 
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The  Eldridge  knight  was  mickle  of  might, 
Aud  stifle  in  stower  did  stande, 

But  Syr  Cauline  with  a ‘backward’  stroke 
He  smote  off  his  right  hand; 

That  soone  he  with  paine  and  lacke  of  bloud 
Fell  downe  on  that  lay-land, 

Then  tip  Syr  Cauline  lift  his  brande 
All  over  his  head  so  hye : 

And  here  I sweare  by  the  holy  roode, 

Now  caytiffe,  thou  shalt  dye. 

Then  up  and  came  that  ladye  brighte, 

Fast  wringing  of  her  handet 
For  the  maydens  love,  that  most  you  love, 
Withold  that  deadlye  brande: 

For  the  maydens  love,  that  most  you  love. 
Now  smyte  no  more  I praye; 

And  aye  whatever  thou  wilt,  my  lord. 

He  shall  thy  hests  obaye. 

Now  sweare  to  mee,  thou  Eldridge  knighte. 
And  here  on  this  lay-land, 

That  thou  wilt  believe  on  Christ  his  laye, 
And  thereto  plight  thy  hand: 

And  that  thou  never  on  Eldridge  come 
To  sporte,  gamon,  or  playe: 

And  that  thou  here  give  up  thy  armes 
Until  thy  dying  daye. 
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®er  (5lbribge=3te<fe  mar  fireitbar  unb  fed?, 

Unb  jlarf  in  (Stiirmen  franb; 

fcblug  <Sir  Saulin  mit  mud&t’gem  ©trei# 

S&m  ab  bie  redjte  Jpanb, 

balb  ec  nor  $>ein  unb  S3lut»erluft 
«&infanf  auf’g  Jpaibelanb. 

®a  fd>mang  ©ir  Bautin  fein  guteg  ©djmert 
3«  £dupten  bod>  in  bie  2uft: 

^un  fcbrobr'  id)  fjier  beim  beil’gen  jfreus, 

<\je^t  ftirbft  bu,  fdbnbber  <Scbuft!" 

®ann  auf  unb  fam  bie  $raue  fdjon 
Unb  rang  bie  Jpanb’  in  ^pet'n: 

,/®er  SJlaib  ju  8ieb,  t>or  alien  bir  lieb, 

®ein  morbli#  ©d&mert  bait  ein ! 

„®er  SOtaib  ju  8ieb,  nor  alien  bir  lieb, 

S<b  fid)/  fd)lag  ityn  nidfjt  fobt; 

@r  foil,  mag  immer  bu  beifaen  magjt, 

S3oUjieben  bein  ®ebot." 

„9lun  fdbmore  mir,  bu  @lbribge=3ted?e, 
auf  bent  4>aibelanb, 

Sag  bu  millt  glauben  an  Gbrifli  Se^r’, 

Unb  barauf  gieb  bie  Jpanb: 

/#Unb  bag  bu  nimmer  jum  eibribge  Bebrft 
3u  tfurjmeil,  3fagb  unb  ©pielj 
Unb  bag  bu  bie  2Baffen  ubergiebft 
S3i^  an  bein  Cebengjiel." 

31* 
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The  Eldridge  knighte  gave  up  his  armea 
With  many  a aorrowfulle  sighe ; 

And  aware  to  obey  Syr  Caulines  heat, 

Till  the  tyme  that  he  ahold  dye. 

And  he  then  up  and  the  Eldridge  knighte 
Sett  him  in  hia  saddle  anone, 

And  the  Eldridge  knighte  and  hia  ladye 
To  their  castle  are  they  gone. 

Then  he  tooke  up  the  bloudy  hand, 

That  waa  so  large  of  bone, 

And  on  it  he  founde  live  ringea  of  gold 
Of  kuightes  that  had  he  alone. 

Then  he  tooke  up  the  Eldridge  awordc. 

As  hard  as  any  flint: 

And  he  tooke  off  those  ringea  five, 

Aa  bright  as  fyre  and  brent. 

Home  then  pricked  Syr  Cauline 
As  light  as  leafe  on  tree: 

I-wya  he  neither  stint  ne  blanue. 

Till  he  hia  lady  see. 

Then  downe  he  knelt  upon  his  knee 
Before  that  lady  gay: 

0 ladye,  I have  bin  on  the  Eldridge  hills: 
These  tokens  1 bring  away. 
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2)er  (gtbribge=3tedte  bie  SGBaffen  gab 
9Rit  0tobnen  unb  0eufjetfn  fciel, 

Unb  fdjwur  ju  ooUjiebn  0ir  CEaulin'g  ®ebot 
S3i^  an  fein  Cebengjiel. 

Unb  er  bann  auf  unb  ber  @lbribge=5Red?e 
(Sr  fcbwung  fid)  auf  fein  SRofi, 

Unb  ber  (Slbribge-SRedfe  mit  feinem  2Beib 
3og  beint  wobl  auf  fein  0d)to&. 

0ir  Saulin  bob  auf  bie  blutige  #anb, 

®ie  war  fo  ungefcblacbt; 

®ran  fleet  ten  oon  SRittern,  bie  er  erfd)lug, 
Sfitnf  SRinge  non  golbner  $>rad)t. 

SDann  bob  er  auf  bag  (Slbribge=0cbwert, 

@o  bart  wie  g-euerjfein; 

2Cudf>  jog  er  bie  fiinf  SRinge  ab, 

SSon  feurig  rotbem  ©cbein. 

Jjoeimwartg  fprengte  0ir  Saulin  bann, 

0o  ftbnett  wie  Caub  im  SSinb; 

3<b  weifj,  er  fudbte  nidbt  SRub  nocb  SRaft, 

58ig  er  fab  beg  .Konigg  £inb. 

JDann  Iniet’  er  nieber  auf  fein  ^nie 
SSor  jenem  SERdgblein  traut: 

„D  SDRaib,  idb  war  auf  bent  Slbribge=S8ubt, 
d?ier  biefe  3ei<ben  febaut!" 
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Now  welcome,  welcome,  Syr  Cauline, 
Thrice  welcome  unto  mee, 

For  now  I perceive  thon  art  a true  knighte. 
Of  valour  bolde  and  free. 

0 ladye,  I am  thy  own  true  kuighte, 

Thy  hests  for  to  obaye: 

And  mought  I hope  to  winne  thy  love!  — 

Ne  more  his  tonge  colde  say. 

The  ladye  blushed  scarlette  redde. 

And  fette  a gentill  sighe: 

Alas!  syr  knight,  how  may  this  bee, 

For  my  degree's  soe  highe? 

But  sith  thou  hast  hight,  thou  comely  youth. 
To  be  my  batchilere, 
lie  promise  if  thee  I may  not  wedde 
I will  have  none  other  fere. 

Then  shee  held  forthe  her  lilly-white  hand 
Towards  that  knighte  so  free; 

He  gave  to  it  one  gentill  kisse, 

His  heart  was  brought  from  bale  to  blisse, 
The  teares  sterte  from  his  ee. 

But  keep  my  counsayl,  Syr  Cauline; 

Ne  let  no  man  it  knowe ; 

For  and  ever  my  father  sholde  it  ken, 

I wot  he  wolde  us  sloe. 
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„9tun  miUBomm,  n>iUfomm  mir,  ©it  Saulin, 
07un  breimal  roiUBomm  mit! 

SEBo&l  feb  id&  jefct,  3bt  fcib  tapfer  unb  treu, 

Set  5Ritterfcf>aft  ftolje  3ier 

„£)  SDlaib,  bin  Suer  fitter  treu, 

Unb  fief)*  in  Surer  ^Pflicbt: 

Unb  burft’  id)  fjoffen  auf  SDlinnelobn!"  — 

SDiebt  fagen  Bonnt’  er  nicbt. 

25ie  SJlaib  ergtuf)te  fcfcartadbrotb 
Unb  feufjte  leif  unb  bang: 

„J?err  Slitter,  ad)!  mie  barf  ba8  fein, 

25a  aUju&odj  mein  Slang? 

„25oc&  ba  25u  getobt,  25u  maiblidjer  Sttann, 

SJlein  treuer  Slitter  }u  fein, 

S3erfpred)’  idf>,  barf  id)  mid)  2)ir  nid)t  traun, 

2BiU  idfj  Beinem  2fnbern  mid)  weibn." 

Unb  fie  reicftt’  ibre  IUiemtoeifje  Jpanb 
2)em  boben,  Biibnen  Sflann; 

Sr  brudBte  leife  brauf  ben  SDtunb, 

Sr  finite  non  allem  2Beb  fid)  gefunb, 

23om  tfuge  bie  Sbrdne  rann. 

„25od)  mafjrt  mein  Sebeimnifj  treu,  ©it  Saulin, 
8afjt  Stiemanb  toiffen  brum; 

25enn  murb'  e$  je  meinem  SBater  Bunb, 

Sdj  loeifi,  er  brdd)t’  un$  um." 
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From  that  day  forthe  that  ladye  fayre 
Lnvde  Syr  Cauline,  the  knighte: 
From  that  day  forthe  he  only  joyde 
Whan  shee  was  in  his  sight. 


Yea,  and  oftentimes  they  mette 
W'ithin  a fayre  arboure. 

Where  they  in  love  and  sweet  daliannce 
Fast  manye  a plcasaunt  houre. 


PART  THE  SECOND. 

Everye  white  will  have  its  blacke. 
And  everye  sweete  its  sowre: 
This  fonnde  the  Ladye  Christabelle 
In  an  untimely  howre. 


For  so  it  befelle,  as  Syr  Cauline 
Was  with  that  ladye  faire, 

The  kinge,  her  father,  walked  forthe 
To  take  the  evenyng  aire: 


And  into  the  arboure  as  he  went 
To  rest  his  wcarye  feet, 

He  found  his  daughter  and  Syr  Cauline 
There  sette  in  daliaunce  sweet. 
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SBon  ©tunb’  an  roar  bem  Slitter  bie  SJtaib 
3n  SOtinne  jugetban ; 

SSon  ©tunb’  an  roar  er  einjig  frob, 

SEBenn  ©ie  feine  tfugen  erfabn. 


3a,  ofterS  trafen  bdmlid)  fte 
3n  fcbattiger  Caube  fid), 

2Bo  U)nen  bei  fufiem  SKinncgeBof 
SDtand)  fel’ge  ©tunbe  nerjiricb. 


3 ro  e i t e r Sfjcil. 

SebeS  2Beifj  bnt  aud)  fein  ©djroarj, 
Unb  jebeS  ©iifi  fein  ©au’r; 
jDa6  mu^t’  erfabten  ©IjrtflabeUe 
3u  ubergroper  JSrau’r. 


SDenn  fo  gefdjab’8,  aI6  einfi  ©ir  (Saulin 
2Cm  2Cuge  ber  Srauten  bing, 

2)er  itonig,  ibr  S3ater,  jur  tfbenbseit 
3m  ^ubicn  fi'cb  crging. 


Unb  atS  er  nun,  bie  gii£e  ju  rubn, 

3ur  Saube  fid)  geroanbt, 

©ein  Sod&terlein  in  ©ir  (Jaulin’S  2(rm 
S3ei  fiifiem  ®efof  er  fanb. 
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The  kinge  hee  sterted  forthe,  i-wys, 

And  an  angrye  man  was  hee: 

IVowe,  traytonre,  thou  shall  hange  or  drawe. 
And  rewe  shall  thy  ladie. 


Then  forthe  Syr  Canline  he  was  ledde. 
And  throwne  in  dungeon  deepe: 

And  the  ladye  into  a towre  so  hye 
There  left  to  wayle  and  weepe. 


The  queene  she  was  Syr  Canlines  friend. 
And  to  the  kinge  sayd  shee: 

I praye  you  save  Syr  Caulines  life. 

And  let  him  banisht  bee. 


Fiow,  dame,  that  traitor  shall  be  sent 
Across  the  salt  sea  fome: 

But  here  1 will  make  thee  a band, 

If  ever  he  come  within  this  land, 

A fonle  deathe  is  his  doome. 


All  woe-begone  was  that  gentil  knight 
To  parte  from  his  ladye; 

And  many  a time  he  sighed  sore. 

And  cast  a wistfnlle  eye: 

Faire  Christabelle,  from  thee  to  parte, 
Farre  lever  had  I dye. 
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25er  j?onig  er  flurjt’  fjerju,  icb  mein’! 

Urfb  cin  jorn'ger  SJlanit  war  cr: 

/.Stun,  falfcber  83ubc.  fur  bid)  ben  (Strang, 
Unb  fcbwere  SBufung  25 er!" 


25rauf  wurbe  ©ir  (Saultn  fortgefc¥>Ie^>pt 
£sn  ttefen  .KerEer  btnein: 

Unb  bie  SOlaib  in  einen  Sburm  fo  bo#/ 
SDtit  ibren  Sbranen  aUein. 


25ie  £6nigtn  war  ©it  Giaulin  freunb, 

©ie  fpradj,  jum  .ftonig  gewanbt: 

,,3#  bitt’  (Su#,  fdjont  ©ir  (Jaulin’S  Geben, 
Unb  laft  ibn  fein  oerbannt" 


//Stun,  3?r aue  mein,  ber  S3erratber  foil 
Sort  uber  bie  falj’ge  ©ee: 

25od)  fe§’  i#  bier  mein  SEort  jum  ^Pfanb, 
SEofern  er  ie  betritt  bie$  Ganb, 

Sfir  graufen  Sob  i#  fief)V" 


25em  guten  Slitter  war  web  um’fi  Jperj, 
3u  fdjeiben  non  feiner  SJtaib; 

Gsr  fab  jur  Gsrbe  forgenfdjwer 
Unb  feufjt’  in  bet&ent  Geib: 

„©d)6n  SbciflabeUe,  ju  fdieiben  won  bir, 
@b'  tin  *4)  jaw  Sob  bcreit!" 
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Faire  Christabelle,  that  ladye  bright, 

Wa#  had  forlhc  of  the  tovrre; 

Bat  ever  shee  droopeth  in  her  minde. 

As  nipt  by  an  ungentle  winde 
Doth  some  faire  lillyc  flowre. 

And  ever  shee  doth  lament  and  weepe 
To  tint  her  lover  soe: 

Syr  Canline,  thon  little  think'st  on  mee, 

Bat  I will  still  be  true. 

Many  a kinge,  and  manye  a duke. 

And  lorde  of  high  degree, 

Did  sue  to  that  fayre  ladye  of  love; 

But  never  shee  wolde  them  nee. 

When  manye  a daye  was  past  and  gone, 

Ne  comforte  she  colde  Unde, 

The  kynge  proclaimed  a tourneament, 

To  cheere  his  daughters  mind: 

And  there  came  lords,  and  there  came  knights 
Fro  manye  a farre  country' e, 

To  break  a spere  for  theyr  ladyes  love 
Before  that  faire  ladye 

And  manye  a ladye  there  was  sette 
In  purple  and  in  palle: 

Bnt  faire  Christabelle  soe  woe-begone 
Was  the  fayrest  of  them  all. 


©djbn  (Sbriftabelle,  bie  monnige  SDtaib, 
SBefreite  man  aug  bem  2f)urm; 

SDodb  btieb  i^r  Jperj  in  Seib  »erfen£t, 

2Bie  bie  8ilie  jar t bag  jfopfdjen  t)dngt, 
©eBnidt  oom  raui)en  ©turm. 

Unb  immer  meint  fte  beg  Srauten  S3erlufl 
Unb  Jlagt  in  bittcer  Sfteu’: 

„©ir  Giautin,  menig  mof)t  benft  Sbr  mein, 
So$  emig  ifl  meine  SEreuV' 

Sttandb  ein  J?6nig  unb  mandfj  ein  J&erjog 
Unb  Sorb,  son  f)o!jem  Slang, 

£t)dt  merben  um  bie  minnige  SJlaib; 

Sod)  Jeiner  if)r  #erj  bejmang. 

2£lg  mand)  ein  £ag  mar  um  unb  bin* 

Unb  nimmer  fcbmanb  it)r  Seib, 

Set  j?6nig  ein  SSutnei  berief, 

£>b  bag  ifjr  fd&ufe  greub’. 

2)a  Jamen  Sorbg,  ba  Jamen  Slitter 
2£ug  fernen  Sanben  meit, 

3f)rer  Same  ju  Sieb  eine  Sanje  ju  bredben 
23or  jener  ^ol)en  SSJtaib. 

Unb  mandb  eine  Same  mar  bort  gefejTen 
2>n  ©ammet,  ©eib’  unb  ©olb; 

©d)6n  SbrifiabeUe,  fo  leibumfafjn, 

2Bar  bodb  nor  TfUen 


Then  inanye  a knight  was  mickle  of  might 
Before  his  ladye  gaye; 

But  a stranger  wight,  whom  no  man  kuewe. 
He  wan  the  prize  eche  daye. 

His  acton  it  was  all  of  blacke, 

His  hewberke,  and  his  sheelde, 

Pie  noe  man  wist  whence  he  did  come, 

Pie  noe  man  knewe  where  he  did  gone, 
'When  they  came  from  the  feelde. 

And  now  three  days  were  prestlye  past 
In  feates  of  chivalrye, 

When  lo  upon  the  fourth  morninge 
A sorrowfulle  sight  they  see. 

A hngye  giauut  stifle  and  starke. 

All  foule  of  limbe  and  lere; 

Two  goggling  eyen  like  fire  farden, 

A mouthe  from  eare  to  eare. 

Before  him  came  a dwarffe  full  lowe. 

That  waited  on  his  knee. 

And  at  his  backe  five  heads  he  bare, 

All  wan  and  pale  of  blee. 

Sir,  quoth  the  dwarffe,  and  looted  lowe, 
Behold  that  hend  Soldain! 

Behold  these  heads  I beare  with  me! 

They  are  kings  which  he  hath  slain. 
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SDtandj  Slitter  tf)at  fid?  ba  bag  b^rfur 
Um  feiner  Jjpulbin  25anB; 

jDod)  ein  frember  StecBe,  Jtetnem  beBannt, 

2)er  $>reife  jeben  errang. 

©ein  $)anjer,  ©djitb  unb  SffiaffenrocB 
SDBar  alle§  fd)tt>arj  w>ie  92ac bt; 

SEBufit  Stiemanb  nidjt,  woljer  er  Bam, 

SEBugt  Stiemanb  nid)t,  meld^en  2Beg  er  nat)m, 
2(1$  ba$  Surnei  »oUbrad>t. 

92un  rnaren  brei  Sage  gefcbmunben  ftynell 
§8ei  Stitterfpiel  unb  ©d>mau$, 

2(1$,  ft'eb!  bei’m  toierten  SEJtorgenticbt 
Sine  ©d>au  fid)  jeigt  boll  ®rau$: 

(Sin  garfiigcr  Stiefe,  flammig  unb  fiarB, 

S3on  .ftnodjen  unb  2Cntli§  breit; 

£n>ei  fc&iclenbe  2£ugen,  mie  geuerfunBen, 

(Sin  SERaul,  fo  mdd)tig  meit; 

Unb  »or  ibm  fdjritt  ein  3tt>erg,  gang  Blein, 
®er  bi$  jum  ^nie  if)m  reid)t’; 

Unb  binten  im  SftacEen  fiinf  j?opf  er  trug, 
23om  blaffen  Sob  gebleid)t. 

„^>err",  farad)  ber  3werg,  unb  neigte  ftd)  tief, 
„©d)aut  t)i«  ben  ©ultan  merit) ! 

©d>aut  bier  bie  .Rcfafe,  bie  id)  trag’! 

(S$  ftnb  £on’ge,  bie  fd)(ug  fein  ©d>n>ert. 
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The  Eldridge  knight  is  his  own  consine. 
Whom  a knight  of  thine  hath  shent: 

And  hee  is  come  to  avenge  his  wrong. 

And  to  thee,  all  thy  knightes  among. 
Defiance  here  hath  sent. 

But  yctte  he  will  appease  his  wrath 
Thy  daughters  love  to  winne; 

And  hot  thou  yeelde  him  that  fayre  mayd. 
Thy  halls  and  towers  must  brenne. 

Thy  head,  syr  king,  must  goe  with  mee; 

Or  else  thy  daughter  deere; 

Or  else  within  these  lists  soe  broad 
Thou  must  finde  him  e peere. 

The  king  he  turned  him  round  aboute, 

And  in  his  heart  was  woe: 

Is  there  never  a knighte  of  my  round  tablfe. 
This  matter  will  nndergoe? 

Is  there  never  a knighte  amongst  yee  all 
Will  fight  for  my  daughter  and  mee? 
Whoever  will  fight  yon  grimme  soldan. 
Bight  fair  his  meede  shall  bee. 

For  hee  shall  have  my  broad  lay-land6. 

And  of  my  crowne  be  heyre ; 

And  he  shall  winne  faire  Christabelle 
To  be  his  wedded  fere. 
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„®er  <5lbrt&ge=2fledf’  tft  fcin  eigner  S3etter, 

©er  ©cbmo<&  »on  (Sir  Gau Iin  gemannj 

Gr  ifi  Bommen  ju  rad&en  ben  ©d&impf  fo  graug, 

Unb  forbert  Gucf>  B)ier  jum  3toeiBampf  beroug, 

£ro&  Gurem  ganjen  S3ann. 

„Sod5  toil!  er  fcbmidEjt’gen  feinen  3orn, 

SDBirb  Gure  Softer  fein; 

Tiber  gall’  unb  Sljurm  mu&  brentien  nodj  fyeut, 

S3erfagt  5&r  bog  SOlogblein  fein. 

/,Guer  .£aupt,  .£err  .ftonig,  mup  mit  mir  geljn, 

£>ber  bie  minnige  SDlaib; 

Gg  fei  benn,  3f)t  fieUtet  i&m  feinen  gjlann 
3n  biefen  ©dfcranBen  fo  roeit." 

®er  ^onig  fdjaute  ringg  irn  tfreig, 

S3oll  Serb  mar  er  ju  fef)n: 

Slitter  meiner  Safelrunb, 

SBiU  Seiner  ben  tfampf  bejlebn? 

„2Bill  Seiner  fedjten  toon  Gudj  M’n 
Sut  mic&  unb  bie  Softer  mein  ? 

SCBet  tmmer  ben  grimmen  ©uttan  fattt, 

©ebiifjrenb  fein  Sobn  foil  fein. 

Gr  fott  erbalten  all  mein  Canb 
Unb  erben  meine  j?ron’, 

Unb  Bofen  alg  fein  Gbgcmaljl 
©djon  G&riftabelle  jum  So&n." 

32 
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But  every  knighte  of  his  round  table 
Did  stand  both  still  and  pale: 

For  whenever  they  lookt  on  the  grim  soldan. 
It  made  their  hearts  to  quail. 


All  woe-begone  was  that  fayre  ladye. 

When  she  sawe  no  helpe  was  nye: 

She  cast  her  thought  on  her  owne  true-love. 
And  the  teares  gusht  from  her  eye. 

I'p  then  sterte  the  stranger  knighte, 

Sayd,  ladye,  be  notafTrayd: 
lie  fight  for  thee  with  this  grimme  soldan, 
Thoughe  he  be  unmacklye  made. 

And  if  thou  wilt  lend  me  the  Eldridge  sworde,. 

That  lyeth  within  thy  bowre, 

I trust  in  Christe  for  to  slay  this  fiende 
Thoughe  he  be  stifFe  in  stowre. 

Goe  fetch  him  downe  the  Eldridge  sworde. 

The  king  he  cryde,  with  speede: 

Nowc  heaven  assist  thee,  courteous  knighte; 
My  daughter  is  thy  meede. 

The  gyaunt  he  stepped  into  the  lists. 

And  sayd,  Awaye,  awaye: 

I sweare,  as  I am  the  hend  soldan, 

Thou  lettest  me  here  all  daye. 
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23od&  alle  jhtnben  fte  fiumrn  unb  bleidij, 

JDie  Skitter  bee  SEafelrunb; 

2) enn  fo  oft  fte  blicften  jum  grimmen  ©ultan, 
SDSarb  iljnen  SSeben  Eunb. 

OTleibbebrangt  war  bie  fdfjone  SSttaib, 

2Ct§  fte  nirgenb  #ulf  erfaf); 

@ie  bad&te  ftfll  an  if)t  (Sin  SEreuI ieb, 

Unb  Bitterltd^  weinte  fte  ba. 

2fuf  bann  fprang  ber  frembe  Keefe, 

©pradEj:  „S0latb,  babt  guten  5Kutf>! 

Sdb  Eampfe  fur  @udf>  mit  bem  grimmen  ©uttan, 
Unb  War’  er  bon  SEeufelSbrut. 

„Unb  woUt  3f)t  mit  Ieiljn  ba§  <gtbribge=©df>tt>ert, 
Sn  Gsurem  ©ernadj  berwabrt, 

SKit  ©fjrifii  ^>ulf  erfdfclag’  id&  ben  geinb, 

©o  morbtid)  er  ftd^  gebart." 

„@ebt,  Bolt  iijm  fd&nell  ba§  (Slbribge=©dfjtbert/' 
2>er  Jtonig  riefS  bom  SE&ron: 

„9tun  fdbxi^  bidB  ©ott,  bu  Z)egen  Eu&n, 

SDteine  Softer  iji  bein  Soffit" 

3) er  Ktefe  brauf  in  bie  ©d&ranfen  trat 
Unb  rtef:  „5ESobIauf/  jum  ©treit! 

Scf)  fd)tbore,  fo  waf)r  idff  ber  ©uUan  grof, 

2)u  laffefl  mief)  bier  attjeit." 

32* 
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Then  forthe  the  stranger  knight  he  came 
In  his  blacke  armoure  (light: 

The  ladye  sighed  a gentle  sighe, 

„That  this  were  my  true  knighte  !u 

And  nowe  the  gyaunt  and  knighte  be  mett 
Within  the  lists  soe  broad ; 

And  now  with  swordes  soe  sharpe  of  steele. 
They  gan  to  lay  on  load. 

The  soldan  strucke  the  knighte  a stroke, 
That  made  him  reele  asyde; 

Then  woe-begone  waB  that  fayre  ladye, 
And  thrice  she  deeply  sighde. 

The  soldan  strucke  a second  stroke, 

And  made  the  bloude  to  flowe: 

All  pale  and  wan  was  that  ladye  fayre. 

And  thrice  she  wept  for  woe. 

The  soldan  strucke  a third  fell  stroke. 
Which  brought  the  knighte  on  his  knee: 

Sad  sorrow  pierced  that  ladyes  heart, 

And  she  shriekt  loud  shriekiugs  three. 

The  knighte  he  leapt  upon  his  feete. 

All  recklesse  of  the  pain: 

Quoth  hee,  But  heaven  be  now  my  speede. 
Or  else  I shall  be  slaine. 
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91  un  fd^ritt  bee  frembe  SlecEe  bar 
Sn  feinet  fd&roarjen  2Bebr; 

Sag  SJlagbtein  feufjte  fiitl  in  ftdj: 

„Safs  biefer  mein  Slitter  mar’!" 

Stun  liefen  bie  beiben  dampen  ft'<b  an 
3n  ben  ©d&ranfen,  «>eit  unb  grog; 

Unb  nun  mit  ©djwertern,  fo  fd&arf  Pon  ©tabb 
Srafc&en  fte  maefctig  log. 

Ser  ©uttan  maf  bem  Slitter  ’nen  ©<$lag, 

Ser  riidEte  bag  Jpirn  iljm  fd>ief ; 

2CUleibbebrdngt  mar  bie  lieblidje  SDtaib, 

Unb  breimal  feufjte  fie  tief. 

Set  ©ultan  fd>tug  einen  jweiten  ©djlag. 

Sat  bodj  ba§  Slut  entfprang; 

(Srbleid&enb  raanfte  bie  jarte  SJtaib, 

Unb  breimal  meinte  fie  bang. 

Set  ©ultan  fd&lug  einen  britten  ©djlag, 

Ser  bradbte  ben  Slitter  aufg  jtnie; 

2fUforglid&  Ceib  burdjjudEte  bie  SDtaib, 

Unb  breimal  laut  ft'c  fd&rie. 

Ser  Slitter  fprang  auf  feme  Sufi’/ 

2lUad)ttog  feiner  ^pein: 

< Sr  fpradj:  „©o  ®ott  mir  je$t  ni<&t  bilft, 

SDlut  bier  id;  etfd&lagen  fein." 
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He  graBped  his  swordc  with  mayne  and  mighte. 

And  spying  a secrette  part, 

He  drave  it  into  the  soldan's  syde, 

And  pierced  him  to  the  heart. 

Then  all  the  people  gave  a shoute. 

Whan  they  sawe  the  soldan  falle: 

The  ladye  wept,  and  thanked  Christ, 

That  had  reskewed  her  from  thrall. 

And  nowe  the  kinge  with  all  his  barons 
Rose  uppe  from  offe  his  seate, 

And  downe  he  stepped  into  the  listes, 

That  curteous  knighte  to  greete. 

But  he  for  payne  and  lack  of  bloude 
Was  fallen  into  a swounde, 

And  there  all  walteringe  in  his  gore, 

Lay  lifelesse  on  the  grounde. 

Come  downe,  come  downe,  my  daughter  deare. 

Thou  art  a leeche  of  skille; 

Farrc  lever  had  I lose  halfe  my  landes. 

Than  this  good  knighte  sholde  spille. 

Downe  then  steppeth  that  fayre  ladye 
To  helpe  him  if  she  maye; 

But  when  she  did  his  beavere  raise. 

It  is  my  life,  my  lord,  she  sayes. 

And  shriekte  and  swound  awaye. 

ft 
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<$r  padte  fein  ©cbroert  mit  3ornee!mad>t, 
Unb  unter  bic  <5d)ienen  non  (Srj 
3n  beS  ©ultang  ©eite  rannt’  et  ben  ©tabl, 
Unb  ftacb  ibn  mitten  burcb’S  Jperj. 


Unb  ringg  beg  SSoIfeg  Subet  erfdjotl, 

2116  gefallt  ber  ©ultan  lag; 

2)a6  graulein  roeint’  unb  banlte  C5b>ri{!, 

2)er  fie  gerettet  t>on  ©d>mad>. 

Unb  bet  Jtonig  brauf  mit  alien  SBaronen 
(Srbob  fid)  non  ber  Sribun’, 

Unb  in  bie  ©cbranEen  fiieg  et  binab, 

3u  gtiifien  ben  SDegen  Eiibn. 

®ocb  bee  nor  $)ein  unb  SBlutnertuft 
3fn  Dbnmad)t  gefunEen  mar, 

Unb  lag  bort,  fdbmimmenb  in  feinem  S3lut, 

SDBie  alien  2eben6  baar. 

,4omm  ab,  Eomm  ab,  meine  Softer  lieb, 

(Sin  gefdjicEter  Tfrjt  bu  biji; 

23iel  liebet  nerlot’  td>  ^atb  mein  Sanb, 

3116  ben  jieten  SftecEen  id)  mifit’." 

2lb  benn  fdjritt  bie  fdjone  SDtaib, 

£>b  J^ulfe  nod)  bracbt'  ©eininn; 

25odj  al6  fie  liipfte  fein  83ift'r: 

„SDtein  Seben!"  fd»rie  fie,  „mein  2ieb!  roeb  mit!" 
Unb  fant  in  Dbnmad)*  bin. 
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Syr  Cauline  juste  lifte  up  his  eyes 
When  he  heard  his  ladye  crye, 

0 ladye,  I am  thine  owue  true  love; 

For  thee  I wisht  to  dye. 

Then  giving  her  one  partinge  looke, 
lie  closed  his  eyes  in  death, 

Ere  Christahelle,  that  ladye  milde, 
Begane  to  drawe  her  breathe. 

But  when  she  found  her  comelye  hnighte 
Indeed  was  dead  and  gone, 

She  layde  her  pale  cold  cheeke  to  his, 
And  thus  she  made  her  moane: 

0 staye,  my  deare  and  onlye  lord, 

For  mee  thy  faithfulle  feere; 

'T  is  meet  that  I shold  followe  thee, 

Who  hast  bought  my  love  soe  deare. 

Then  fayntinge  in  a deadlye  swoune, 
And  with  a deepe-fette  sighe, 

That  burst  her  gentle  hearte  in  twayne 
Fayre  Christahelle  did  dye. 
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@ir  (Saulin  matt  fcin  2Cug’  erbob 
33ei’m  (B<f>rei  ber  bieltbeuren  SDtaib: 
„£)  SDtaib,  id&  bin  bein  ©in  Sreulieb, 
£>ir  ifi  mein  Sob  gemeibt." 

9tod)  einen  langen  (ScbeibeblidF, 

SDann  fan?  fein  2tug’  in  9tad)t, 

©b’  ©briftabeUe,  ba§  SOtagblein  jart, 
3um  Seben  wieber  ermacbt. 

£)o<b  alS  fie  fanb,  bafi  mirEli<$  tobt 
£>ei  bodbbeberjte  SDtann, 

Sb«  SEBange  bteidj  an  feine  fte  fd&miegt’ 
Unb  fo  ju  Elagen  begann: 

„£)  bleib  bet  beinem  treuen  SBeib, 
fOleirt  einjig  getiebter  SSttann! 

SEftir  jiemt  e6,  bap  i<b  fotge  bir, 

SDer  micb  fo  tbeuer  gemann." 

Sn  SobeSobnmadjt  ftnfenb  bann, 

SJtit  einem  ©eufjec  tief, 

3n  bem  ibr  fanfteo  Jg>er5e  bracb, 

©dbon  ©bftflabette  entfd&tief. 
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TEE  CHILD  OF  ELLE. 

On  yonder  hill  a castle  standee 
With  walles  and  towres  bedight. 

And  yonder  lives  the  Child  of  Elle, 

Ayounge  and  comely  knighte. 

The  Child  of  Elle  to  his  garden  went. 

And  stood  at  his  garden  pale. 

Whan,  lo!  he  beheld  fair  Emmelines  page 
Come  trippinge  downe  the  dale. 

The  Child  of  Elle  he  hyed  him  thence, 

Y-wis  he  stoode  not  stille, 

And  eoone  he  mette  faire  Emmelines  page 
Come  climbing  np  the  hille. 

Nowc  Christe  thee  save,  thou  little  foot-page, 
IVowe  Christe  thee  6ave  and  see! 

Oh  tell  me  how  does  thy  ladye  gaye, 

And  what  may  thy  tydinges  bee? 
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Tfttf  jenem  Jpugel  fiebt  cine  S3urg, 

SDlit  2Bdlien  unb  &f)urmen  gut; 

Unb  borten  ^auft  ber  Sunfer  non  ©lie, 
(Sin  SDegen  fjocbgemutfj. 

SDer  SunEer  non  ©lie  in  ben  ©arten  ging 
Unb  am  ©artenjaune  ftunb, 

THg,  ftei)!  fcbon  ©mmelpn’g  $)age  Hein, 
.ffam  trippelnb  ab  im  ©runb. 

£>er  Sunfer  non  ©Ue  er  eilt’  ftinaug, 

Unb,  traun ! er  bielt  ftdj  ni<f>t  auf, 

Unb  balb  er  fdjon  ©mmelqn’g  spagen  traf, 
<Sd&on  Hintmenb  ben  Jpiigel  ijerauf. 

„9htn  ©ott  mit  bir,  Hein  $)age  lieb, 

©ott  mit  bir  immer  unb  bier! 

D fpricb,  ma6  mad>t  bein  grdulein  traut, 
Unb  mag  nun  bringft  bu  mir?" 
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My  ladye  she  is  all  woe-begone. 

And  the  teares  they  falle  from  her  eyne; 

And  aye  she  laments  the  deadlye  fende 
Betweene  her  house  and  thine. 

And  here  shee  sends  thee  a silken  scarfe 
Bedewde  with  many  a teare, 

And  biddes  thee  sometimes  thinke  on  her. 

Who  loved  thee  so  deare. 

And  here  she  sends  thee  a ring  of  golde 
The  last  boone  thou  mayst  have, 

And  biddes  thee  weare  it  for  her  sake. 

When  she  is  layd  in  grave. 

For,  ah!  her  gentle  heart  is  broke. 

And  in  grave  soone  must  shee  bee, 

Sith  her  father  hath  chose  her  a new  new  love. 
And  forbidde  her  to  think  of  thee. 

Her  father  hath  brought  her  a carlish  knight, 
Syr  John  of  the  north  countraye, 

And  within  three  dayes  shee  must  him  wedde. 
Or  he  vowes  he  will  her  slaye, 

Rowe  hye  thee  backe,  thou  little  foot-page, 

And  greet  thy  ladye  from  mee, 

And  tell  her  that  I her  owne  true  love 
Will  dye,  or  sette  her  free. 
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„JDie  Jperrin  mein  ttergebt  in  ^ein, 

Unb  weint  fid)  tie  tfugen  au$; 

Unb  fie  fiagt  obn’  (Snb’  um  ben  tfibtlidfoen  J&af 
3n>ifdjen  ibrem  unb  Gsurem  JjpauS. 

„©ie  fenbet  (Sucb  l)ier  eine  feibene  (Sharpe, 
SJtit  mandjer  3dbre  betbaut, 

Unb  bittet  Gcudj,  mand&mat  ibrer  ju  benBen, 

5D ie  ®ud)  geminnt  fo  traut; 

„Unb  fenbet  (Sud)  bie*  einen  Sling  eon  ®otb, 
2CIS  le§te  SiebeSgab’; 

3b*  foUt  ibn  tragen  ibr  ju  Cieb, 

2Benn  fie  roirb  rubn  im  ®rab. 

„2)enn  ad)!  ibr  fanftee>  Jperje  bra<b, 

Unb  balb  mobt  frcit  fie  bet  Sob, 

©a  ifjr  S3ater  tf)r  Bor  ein  neu  neu  Cieb, 

Unb  (Surer  ju  benBen  tterbot. 

„3b*  SSater  erBor  ibr  ben  muften  Slitter, 

©ir  3obn  auS  Storbenlanb; 

Unb  binnen  brei  Sagen  mug  bem  fie  ftcb  traun, 
©onft  b^t  fie  ben  Sob  jur  Jpanb." 

„9tun  fpute  bid)  beint,  Hein  $)age  lieb, 

Unb  grufie  bein  graulein  fein, 

Unb  fag  ibr,  id),  ib*  (Sin  Sreulieb, 

2BiU  fierben  t>ber  fie  befrein. 
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Nowc  hye  thee  backc,  thon  little  foot-page. 
And  let  thy  fair  ladye  know 

Thin  night  will  I bee  at  her  bowre  windowe. 
Betide  me  weale  or  woe. 

The  boye  he  tripped,  the  boye  he  ranne, 

He  neither  stint  ne  stayd 

Untill  he  came  to  fair  Emmelines  bowre 
Whan  kneeling  downe  he  sayd, 

0 ladye,  I 've  been  with  thy  own  trne  love, 
And  he  greets  thee  well  by  mee; 

This  night  will  he  be  at  thy  bowre-windowe. 
And  dye  or  sette  thee  free. 

Nowe  daye  was  gone  and  night  was  come. 
And  all  w’ere  fast  asleepe. 

All  save  the  ladye  Emmeline, 

Who  sate  in  her  bowre  to  weepe: 

And  soone  she  heard  her  trne  loves  voice 
Lowe  whispering  at  the  walle. 

Awake,  awake,  my  deare  ladye, 

’T  is  I thy  true  love  call. 

Awake,  awake,  my  ladye  deare. 

Come,  mount  this  faire  palfrayc, 

This  ladder  of  ropes  will  lette  thee  downe, 
lie  carrye  thee  hence  awaye. 
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//Sftun  fpute  bid)  fceirn,  tieb  $)age  Blein, 

®ef),  trofie  bein  gcdulein,  gef): 

.$?eut  Stadft  witch’  id)  untec  il)c  genfiec  fommetv 
SUlic  gel)’  eg  nun  wof)l  obec  tvel)." 

SDec  &nabe  tief,  bev  fin abe  rann, 

6c  fudfte  niebt  Slut)  nod)  Staff, 

SBiS  ec  fant  ju  fdjon  (gmmelpn’g  ^ammcrlctn, 
2Bo  fnieenb  cc  fpead)  in  ^aff: 

„D  ftedutein,  id)  wac  bei  Gsurern  Seeutieb, 

Unb  cc  lafjt  @ud&  gciifjen  fein; 

#eut  9la$t  will  cc  untec  @u’c  gfenfter  fommen 
Unb  fteeben,  obcc  6ud)  befeein." 

®cc  Sag  wac  urn,  unb  bie  Sftad&t  war  ba, 

Unb  Meg  fd&lafen  tt)at, 

Unb  nuc  bag  girdulein  (Smmelijn 
©afi  weinenb  an  if)cem  SSett. 

Unb  balb  bernaljm  fte  beg  Srauten  ©tintm’ 

Tin  bee  SDtauec  fliiftecnb  fdjeu: 

„2Bad>  auf!  wad)  auf!  mein  fiifjeg  8ieb! 

3d>  bin’g,  bein  Siebftee  tccu. 

„28a<$  auf!  wadj  auf!  mein  tljeuceg  8ieb! 

J?omm,  fieig  auf  bieg  wadee  Sljier; 

SDiefe  Seitee  bon  ©triden  bcingt  bid)  fjecab, 

3d)  fu&ce  bid)  ftdjer  bon  t)ier" 
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Nowe  nay,  nowe  nay,  thou  gentle  knight, 
Nowe  nay,  this  may  not  bee ; 

For  aye  shold  I tint  iny  maiden  fame. 

If  alone  I should  wend  with  thee. 

0 ladye,  thou  with  a knighte  so  true 
Mayst  safely  wend  alone, 

To  my  ladye  mother  I will  thee  bringe, 
Where  marriage  shall  make  us  one. 

„My  father  he  is  a baron  bolde, 

Of  lynage  proude  and  hye; 

And  what  would  he  saye  if  his  daughter 
Awaye  with  a knight  should  fly  'l 

Ah ! well  I wot,  he  never  would  rest. 

Nor  his  meate  should  doe  him  no  goode. 

Until  he  had  slayne  thee,  Child  of  Elle, 
And  seene  thy  deare  hearts  bloode.“ 

0 ladye  wert  thou  in  thy  saddle  sette; 
And  a little  space  him  fro, 

1 would  not  care  for  thy  cruel  father. 

Nor  the  worst  that  he  could  doe. 

0 ladye,  wert  thou  in  thy  saddle  sette. 
And  once  without  this  walle, 

1 would  not  care  for  thy  cruel  father. 

Nor  the  worst  that  might  befalle. 
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„tfd)  nein,  ad)  nein,  bu  Slitter  traut, 

2Cd)  nein,  bag  barf  nidbt  fein; 

SJlein  50tabd)enruf  war’  auf  emig  beflecf t, 
©ntrann’  id)  mit  bir  allein." 

„D  SDlaib,  mit  einem  Slitter  fo  treu 
SQlagft  jie^n  bu  fonber 

JJu  meiner  grau  QJlutter  mill  id)  bid6  bringen, 
£>ort  eint  ung  ber  2Cltar." 

„3Jlein  Slater  er  ifl  t>on  f)of)em  @efd)led)t. 

Gin  milber,  floljer  SBaron; 

SBag  miirb’  er  fagen,  menn  feine  &od)ter 
SDlit  einem  Slitter  entflofyn? 

„2Bobl  mei{j  id)  ad}!  er  ruftte  nid^t  ef)r, 

Slod)  tl)dt  i^m  fein  2EJtaf)l  fein  ©ut, 

58ig  bag  er  erfdjlagen  bid),  SunBer  non  GUe, 
Unb  gefe&n  bein  t&eureg  Jperjblut" 

„£)  Siebdfcen,  marft  bu  im  Mattel  erft 
Unb  fort  eine  (Strecte  Blein, 

Slidjtg  Bummerte  mid)  bein  Slater  grimm, 
Slod)  mag  er  ung  f^uf  an  $>ein. 

„D  Siebd&en,  marft  bu  im  Sattet  erft 
Unb  einmal  jum  <Sd)lofj  binaug, 

Slicbtg  Bummerte  mid)  bein  Slater  grimm, 
Slod)  mag  er  ung  fd,'uf  an  ©raug," 

33 
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Faire  Emmeline  sighed,  fair  Emmeline  wept. 
And  aye  her  heart  was  woe: 

At  length  he  seized  her  lilly-white  hand. 

And  downe  the  ladder  he  drewe: 

And  thrice  he  clasped  her  to  his  breste. 

And  kist  her  tenderlie : 

The  teares  that  fell  from  her  fair  eyes 
Ranne  like  the  fonntayne  free. 

Uee  mounted  himselfe  on  his  steede  so  talle. 
And  her  on  a fair  palfraye. 

And  slung  his  bogle  about  his  necke. 

And  roundlye  they  rode  awaye. 

All  this  beheard  her  owne  damselle. 

In  her  bed  whereas  shee  ley, 

Quoth  shee.  My  lord  shall  knowe  of  this, 

Soe  I shall  have  golde  and  fee. 

Awake,  awake,  thon  haron  bolde! 

Awake,  my  noble  dame ! 

Your  daughter  is  fledde  with  the  Child  of  Elle 
To  doe  the  deede  of  shame. 

The  baron  he  woke,  the  baron  he  rose,  > 

And  called  his  merrye  men  all: 

„And  come  thou  forth,  Syr  John  the  knighte. 
Thy  ladye  is  carried  to  thrall/4 
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©d&Sn  (Smmetbn  feufjte,  fd&on  (Sntmeltjn  weinte, 

3&r  J^erje  rang  in  dual: 

2Cuf£  Sefst  ergriff  er  bte  Silienljanb, 

Unb  jog  bie  Setter  jutljat, 

Unb  breimat  brudft  er  fte  an  fein  J&ers, 

Unb  {uft  fte  jartlidb  babei: 

Sftten  fufen  tfeuglein  bfe  Sfjranen  entquottn,- 
2Bte  fpringenbe  duelten  frei. 

(Sr  fd&toang  ftd&  felbft  auf§  ©treitrof  l)od&, 

©etn  Steb  auf  ben  Setter  geft&nunb, 

Unb  fd&lang  fein  Jpeer^orn  um  ben  Stadfen, 

Unb  f)ui!  ging’S  fort  tote  ber  SCBinb. 

3Die§  atte§  t)ort’  i&re  eigne  Sofe, 

2)a  n>o  fte  tag  im  S3ett; 

©ie  fpradfr:  „2)ie$  funb’  idb  nteinem  .£erm, 

(Sr  lotynt’S  ntit  ®olb,  id&  toett*. 

„(Snuadfjt!  erwad&t!  o tapfrer  Saron! 
d,  ebte  #errin,  ewad&t! 

(Suer  £inb  ift  entftotjn  mit  bent  Sunfer  tton  Site 
3u  Staten  ber  ©d&anb’  unb  Stad&t." 

®er  Saron  erwad&t,  ber  SBaron  fpringt  auf, 

Stuft  all  feine  tuadfern  8eut’: 

„Unb  berauS,  £err  Slitter,  berauS,  ©ir  3fot)n, 

JDetne  SSraut  warb  bent  @eier  jur  SSeutV' 

33* 
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Faire  Emmeline  scant  had  ridden  a mile, 

A mile  forth  of  the  towne, 

When  she  was  aware  of  her  fathers  men 
Come  galloping  over  the  downe: 

And  formost  came  the  carlish  knight, 

Syr  John  of  the  north  countraye: 

,,Nowe  stop,  nowe  stop,  thou  false  traitoure, 
Nor  carry  that  ladye  awaye. 

For  she  is  come  of  hye  lineage, 

And  was  of  a ladye  borne, 

And  ill  it  beseems  thee  a false  churl's  sonne 
To  carrye  her  hence  to  scorne.w 

Nowe  load  thon  lyest,  Sir  John  the  knight, 
Nowe  thou  doest  lye  ofmee; 

A knight  mee  gott,  and  a ladye  me  bore, 

Soe  never  did  none  by  thee. 

But  light  nowe  downe,  my  ladye  faire, 

Iiight  downe,  and  hold  my  steed. 

While  I and  this  discourteous  knighte 
Doe  trye  this  arduous  deede. 

But  light  nowe  downe,  my  dear  ladye. 

Light  downe,  and  hold  my  horse; 

While  I and  this  discourteous  knight 
Doe  trye  our  valour's  force. 
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©d66n  (Smm’lpn  war  !aum  cine  Stteile  geritten, 
(Sine  SQleite  tjinbann  »om  ©d)to{), 

7C16  uber  bie  Jg>ail>e  fie  jagen  faf) 

3f)re$  S3ater$  SDtannen  ju  Stofi. 

Unb  Alien  borauf  Jam  ber  plumpe  Slitter, 

©it  2>of)n  auS  Storbenlanb: 

„Stu n bait  nun  bait,  bu  falser  S3erratf)er, 

SDB aB  fcf)Ieppft  bu  bie  Sttaib  jur  ©d>anb’! 

,/Denn  fte  ift  fommen  ton  bobem  (Stamm 
Unb  geboren  ton  ebter  35am’, 

Unb  eB  jiemtJDir  fd)led)t,  cineS  fd)n6ben2Bid)t6©of)n, 
JSu  fdbdnben  be$  SttagbteinS  ©d)am." 

„Slun  tugfl  bu  in  beinen  JpalS,  ©ir  Sotjn, 

Slun  tiigft  bu  fred)  bon  mir; 

Gsin  Slitter  mid)  jeugt’,  eine  Cabp  mid&  trug, 

©o  nie  mobl  gefdjaf)  mit  bir. 

„;Dod)  ft$e  nun  ab,  mein  fd)one6  8ieb, 

©ifc  ab  unb  balte  mein  spferb, 

3)ermeil  nun  id)  unb  ber  grobe  Slitter 
(Srproben  unfer  ©djroert. 

„©i$  ab,  fi§  ab,  mein  tbeureS  8ieb, 

Unb  nimm  mein  Slog  in  2Cdf)t, 
jDcnoeit  nun  id)  unb  ber  grobe  Slitter 
(Srproben  be6  tfrmeS  9Dlad>t." 
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Fair  Emmeline  sighed,  fair  Emmeline  wept. 
And  aye  her  heart  was  woe, 

While  twixt  her  love  and  the  carlish  knight. 
Past  many  a baleful  blowe. 

The  Child  of  Elle  he  fought  soe  well. 

As  his  weapon  he  waved  amaine, 

That  soone  he  had  slaine  the  carlish  knight. 
And  layd  him  upon  the  plaine. 

And  nowe  the  baron  and  all  his  men 
Full  fast  approached  nye: 

Ah!  what  may  ladye  Emmeline  doe; 

Twere  nowe  no  boote  to  flye. 

Her  lover  he  put  his  home  to  his  mouth. 
And  blew  both  loud  and  shrill. 

And  soone  he  saw  his  owne  merry  men 
Come  ryding  over  the  hill. 

,,Nowe  hold  thy  hand,  thou  bold  baron, 

1 pray  thee  hold  thy  hand, 

Nor  ruthless  rend  two  gentle  hearts 
Fast  knit  in  true  love's  band. 

Thy  daughter  I have  dearly  loved 
Full  long  and  many  a day; 

But  with  such  love  as  holy  kirke 
Hath  freelye  said  wee  may. 
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©djon  (gntmelpn  feufjte,  fd>bn  (Smmelpn  meinte, 
Sbr  ^erj  in  tfengften  rang, 

SDern>cit  i&r  £ieb  unb  ber  grobc  Slitter 
©ic&  fcfctugen  ©<#wang  auf  ©cbwang. 

25er  Sunfer  bon  @Ue  er  fotftt  fo  gut 
Unb  fcbroang  fo  madbtig  ben  @tabl, 

5Balb  er  erfd&tagen  ben  groben  Slitter 
Unb  ibn  gefdUt  jutbal. 

25a  Jam  ber  Saron  mit  aU  feinen  SDlannen 
£erangejagt  in  @il’: 

SEBic  nun,  rote  nun,  fd&on  (Smmeltjn! 

Sefct  roar’  in  ber  glud&t  tein  #eil. 

3f)t  Cicbfler  fefcte  fein  Jpom  an  ben  SJlunb 
Unb  blie£  fo  tauten  <2cbaU} 

Unb  uber  ben  #uget  fprengten  alSbalb 
(Seine  roatfern  SOlannen  all. 

„9lun  reid)  bie  ^>anb,  bu  fioljer  SSaron, 

3d)  bitte  bidb,  reid)  bie  #anb, 

Unb  jerreijie  nidfot  graufam  jroei  tiebenbe  #erjen, 
83er!nupft  burd)  ber  SJlinne  SSanb. 

*25ein  £5d)terlein  liebt’  id&  innig  unb  treu 
23iel  tang  unb  mandjen  SEag, 

25od>  fo,  roie  bie  I>eitige  .Rirdje  fietS 
3n  @bwn  geflatten  mag. 
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0 give  consent,  shee  may  be  mine. 

And  bless  a faithful  I paire: 

My  lands  aud  livings  are  not  small, 

My  house  and  lineage  faire: 

My  mother  she  was  an  earl’s  daughter. 

And  a noble  knight  my  sire  — 

The  baron  he  frowned  and  turn'd  awray 
With  mickle  dole  and  ire. 

Fair  Emmeline  sighed,  faire  Emmeline  wept. 
And  did  all  tremblinge  stand: 

At  lengthe  she  sprang  upon  her  knee, 

And  held  his  lifted  hand. 

Pardon,  my  lorde  and  father  deare, 

This  faire  yong  knyght  and  mee: 

Trust  me,  but  for  the  carlish  knyght, 

I never  had  fled  from  thee. 

Oft  have  you  called  your  Emmeline 
Yonr  darling  and  your  joye; 

0 let  not  then  your  harsh  resolves 
Your  Emmeline  destroye. 

The  baron  he  stroakt  his  dark-brown  checke,. 
And  turned  his  heade  asyde 

To  whipe  awaye  the  starting  teare 
He  proudly  strave  to  hyde. 
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„£>,  milltge  brein,  baf?  mein  fie  fei, 

Unb  fprid)  ben  ©egen  aug; 

SJlein  Sanb  unb  @ut  ifl  nid)t  gering, 

Unb  ebel  mein  ©tamm  unb  Jpaug: 

^Stteyie  SJtutter  mar  eineg  ©rafen  SSodjter, 

SJlein  23ater  ebelgeborn"  — 

Ser  SBaron  er  manbte  ftnfier  ft'dj  ab 
Sn  grofem  Unmutf)  unb  3orn. 

©d)6n  Gsmmelpn  feufjte,  fdjbn  ©mmelpn  meinte, 
tfUbleid)  unb  jitternb  fte  flanb; 

2Cufg  2e§t  ba  marf  fie  fid)  auf  if>r  £me 
Unb  fafcte  beg  23aterg  £anb: 

„33erjeib,  mein  #err  unb  23ater  lieb, 

Sem  jungen  Slitter  unb  mir: 

©laub  mir,  mar  nidjt  ber  grobe  ©ir  Sofjn, 

Sfte  mar’  id)  geflobn  son  bir. 

*Dft  nannteft  bu  beine  ©mmelpn 
Sein  #e rj,  beiner  2Cugen  8id)t; 

D madje  benn  nidjt  burd)  Ijarten  ©prudj 
Seine  ©mmelpn  junid>t!" 

Ser  83aron  er  reibt  feine  fdjmarjbraune  SEBange, 
Unb  menbet  ab  bag  ©eft'djt. 

Sic  SEbrane  ftolj  ju  berbergen  bemufjf, 

Sie  aug  bem  2£ug’  if)m  bricf>t. 
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In  deepe  revolving  thought  he  stoode. 

And  mused  a little  space: 

Then  raised  faire  Emmeline  from  the  grounde. 
With  many  a fond  embrace. 

Here  take  her,  Child  of  Elle,  he  sayd,  t 
And  gave  her  liJlye  white  hand; 

Here  take  my  deare  and  only  child, 

And  with  her  half  my  land: 

Thy  father  once  mine  honour  wrongde 
In  dayes  of  youthful  pride; 

Do  thon  the  injnrye  repayre 
In  fondnesse  for  thy  bride. 

And  as  thon  love  her,  and  hold  her  deare. 
Heaven  prosper  thee  and  thine: 

And  nowe  my  blessing  wend  wi'  thee. 

My  lovelye  Emmeline. 


Digitized  by  Google 


523  — 


©r  ftanb,  in  tiefc  ©ebanBen  berfenBt, 

Unb  fann  etne  Bleine  |Seit; 

®ann  t)ob  ex  fd&on  Gsmmelpn  auf  oom  SBoben 
ffftil  Bofenber  3artlicbBeit. 

„Jj?iet  nimm  fie,"  fpradfj  ex,  punier  »on  ©He," 
Unb  gab  if)m  bie  Silienbanb; 

„J& iet  nimm  mein  tbeureS  unb  einjigeg  £inb, 
Unb  mit  it)t  balb  mein  8anb. 

/,2)ein  S3atet  bat  einjt  meine  ©bre  geBranBt 
Sn  floljem  Sfugenbmutb; 

Z)u  rnacbe  burdb  8iebe  ju  beinec  S5raut 
£a8  Unrest  mieber  gut. 

Unb  ba  bu  fie  liebft  unb  baltfi  fie  wertb' 

SDtag  ©ott  bir  fcbenBen  ©ebeibn: 

Unb  nun  geleite  mein  ©egen  bid), 

J&erjtiebe  ©mrnelpn. 
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GLASGERION. 

Glasgerion  was  a kings  owne  sonne. 

And  a harper  he  was  goode: 

He  harped  in  the  kinges  chambere. 

Where  cuppe  and  caudle  stoode. 

And  soe  did  hee  in  the  queens  chambere. 
Till  ladies  waxed  ‘glad.’ 

And  then  bespake  the  kinges  daughter; 

And  these  wordes  thus  shee  sayd. 

Strike  on,  strike  on,  Glasgerion, 

Of  thy  striking  doe  not  blinne: 

Theres  never  a stroke  comes  oerthy  harpe. 
But  it  glads  my  hart  withinne. 

Faire  might  he  fall,  ladye,  quoth  hee, 

Wrho  taught  you  nowe  to  speake! 

I have  loved  you,  ladye,  seven  longe  yeere, 
Aly  minde  I neere  durst  breakc. 
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©taggerion  war  eineg  .Konigg  ©obn, 

Unb  audj  gut  tjarfen  Eunnt’: 

©r  Jjarfte  in  beg  .ftonigg  Jpall, 

SDBo  ©upp’  unb  Secret  fiunb. 

©o  that  er  audj  bor  bet  .ftonigin, 

S3ig  ©omen  murben  frolj: 

Unb  ein  benn  fprad)  beg  JCbnigg  Sodjter, 
Unb  biefeg  fprad)  .fie  fo: 

„©piet  fort,  fptel  fort,  ©laggerion, 

Sajj  nimmer  tuf)n  bein  ©piel: 

3Bag  immer  bu  fpielfi  auf  beiner  Jparf, 
(Srfreut  mein  J&erje  biel." 

„©efegne  ©ott  if)n,  DJtaib,"  fprad)  «/ 
„iDet  bid)  geteijrt  bieg  SDBort! 

3d)  liebte  bid)/  SOtaib,  fteben  lange  3aljr, 
©tumm  trug  idj’g  fort  unb  fort." 
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But  come  to  my  bower,  my  Glasgerion, 
When  all  men  are  att  rest: 

As  I am  a ladie  true  of  ray  promise, 

Thou  shalt  bee  a welcome  guest. 

Home  then  came  Glasgerion, 

A glad  man,  lord!  was  hee. 

And,  come  thou  hither,  Jacke  my  boy; 
Come  hither  unto  mee. 

For  the  kinges  daughter  of  Normandye 
Hath  granted  mee  my  boone: 

And  att  her  chambere  must  I bee 
Beffore  the  cocke  have  crowen. 

0 master,  master,  then  quoth  hee, 

Lay  your  head  downe  on  this  stone: 

For  1 will  waken  you,  master  decre. 

Afore  it  be  time  to  gone. 

But  up  then  rose  that  lither  Iadd, 

And  hose  and  shoone  did  on: 

A coller  he  cast  upon  his  necke, 

Hee  seemed  a gentleman. 

And  when  he  came  to  the  ladies  chamber, 
He  thrild  upon  a pinn. 

The  lady  w*as  true  of  her  promise. 

Rose  up  and  lett  him  in. 
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„Sn  mein  itammertem  Eomrn,  ©taSgerion  mein, 
SBenn  afte  SEBelt  jur  Sftaft: 

SEBo  mabr  idfr  ein  SJlabcben  treu  non  SDBort, 

©oftt  fein  ein  miftEommnet  ©aft" 

J&eim  bann  Bam  ©laSgerion, 

Jperr  ©ott!  ein  frober  SJlann. 

„Unb  Bomm  bu  naber,  #anl,  mein  Sung, 

-ftornm  naber  ju  mir  l)ecan. 

„£>enn  be$  itonigS  Softer  bon  Stormanbie 
«£at  jugefagt  mein  gleans 

Sn  i^jrer  hammer  mug  id&  fein, 

SBebor  bie  #abne  Erabn." 

„£)  Jpe XT,"  farad)  ex,  „legt  ©uer  #aupt 
2Cuf  biefen  ©tein  jur  Stub, 

SDenn  idj  mill  ©ud>  mecEen,  tbeurer  £err, 

SSeijeit  in  after  grub" 

jDo$  auf  bann  ftunb  ber  Iofe  J?nab, 

Ztjat  ©dbub  unb  Jjjofen  an: 

Sine  .ftetten  fdjlung  ex  ftcb  ju  JjjalS, 

©r  fd&ien  ein  ©belmann. 

Unb  alS  er  Bam  nor  beS  SDtagbteinS  hammer, 

©r  brebte  mobl  an  ber  ^linB’. 

SDie  2/taib  fte  mar  getreu  bon  2Bort, 

©tunb  auf  unb  offnet’  fam  flinE. 
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He  did  not  take  the  ladyc  gaye. 

To  bonlster  nor  to  bed: 

*Ror  thonghe  hee  had  his  wicked  wille, 

A single  word  he  sed.' 

Jle  did  not  kisse  that  ladyes  mouthe, 

R or  when  he  came,  nor  youd: 

And  sore  mistrusted  that  ladye  gay. 

He  was  of  some  churls  blond. 

But  home  then  came  that  lither  ladd. 

And  did  off  his  hose  and  shoone; 

And  cast  the  coller  from  off  his  necke: 

He  was  but  a ckurles  sonne. 

Awake,  awake,  my  deere  master. 

The  cock  hath  well-nigh  crowcn; 

Awake,  awake,  my  master  deere, 

1 hold  it  time  to  be  gone. 

For  I have  saddled  your  horsse,  master. 
Well  bridled  I have  your  steede: 

And  I have  served  you  a good  breakfast: 
For  thereof  ye  have  need. 


Up  then  rose  good  Glasgerion, 
And  did  on  hose  and  shoone; 
And  cast  a coller  about  his  necke: 
For  he  was  a kinge  his  sonne. 
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(Sr  nabm  bag  fro^e  SDtagbtein  nid&t 
3u  ^)otflcc  nod)  ju  SBctt: 

Unb  obfdjon  et  tycitte  fein’n  argen  2Bittn, 
.Kein  28ott  et  fptedfjen  t$at 

(St  fufte  nidfjt  beg  Sftagbleing  SJtunb, 
Sftodb  atg  et  Jam,  nod)  ging: 

Unb  fe^r  miftraute  bie  fd&one  SKaib, 

(St  fei  toon  SSlut  geting. 

2)od)  Ijeim  bann  Jam  bet  lofe  J?nab, 
SBarf  Jjjofen  unb  ©djul)  banon; 

Unb  tljat  bie  .ftetten  ab  com  J£>atg: 

2Bat  nut  eineg  Sauetn  ©o$n. 

„Gjrmad)t!  erwad&t!  metn  ffjeuret  £err! 
®et  #aftn  et  mill  fdfjon  Jrdbn; 

(Srroadfjt!  etmadfjt!  mein  tfjeutet  #etr! 
Sdb  bait’  eg  3eit  ju  gefin. 

„#ab’  (Suren  tfteppet  gefattelt,  £err, 
©dfjmud?  fyab’  id)  gejaumt  bie  ©tut’: 

Unb  !jab’  einen  2?mbi§  (Sud)  bereit’t, 

SDet  mabtlidb  92otf)  <Sud& 

3Cuf  benn  fiunb  ©laggerton, 

Sl)at  ©d)ul)  unb  Jpofen  an; 

Unb  fd)lung  'ne  .ftetten  ftdfj  ju  #alg, 

SDBie  ein  .Roniggfoljn  moljl  fann. 

34 
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Ami  when  he  came  to  the  ladyes  chamber. 
He  thrild  upon  the  pinue: 

The  ladye  was  more  than  true  of  promise. 
And  rose  and  let  him  inn. 

Saies,  whether  have  yon  left  with  me 
Your  bracelett  or  yonr  glove? 

Or  are  yon  returned  backe  againe 
To  know  more  of  my  love? 

Glasgerion  swore  a full  great  othe. 

By  oake,  and  ashe,  and  thorne; 

Lady,  I was  never  in  your  chamber, 

Sith  the  time  that  I was  borne. 

0 then  it  was  yourlither  foot-page, 

He  hath  beguiled  mee. 

Then  shee  pulled  forth  a little  pen-kniffe. 
That  hanged  by  her  knee: 

Sayes,  there  shall  never  noe  churles  blood 
Within  my  bodye  spring: 

No  dairies  blood  shall  ever  defile 
The  daughter  of  a kinge. 

Home  then  went  Glasgerion, 

And  woe,  good  lord,  was  hee. 

Sayes,  come  thou  hither,  Jacke  my  boy, 
Come  hither  unto  mee. 
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Unb  alg  er  Earn  bor  beS  9ER«gbIefn£  hammer/ 
©r  brefyte  rooftf  an  ber  ^tinE’: 

5Die  SJtaib  roar  mef)r  alg  treu  bon  2Bort, 
@tunb  auf  unb  offnet’  i&rn  flint 

©prid)t:  „J£>aft  bu  nun  #anbfdjuF)  ober  (Spange 
S3ei  mic  roofjl  liegen  Ian? 

Sber  bijt  bu  Eommen  roieber  jurucE, 

SDleiner  SDtinne  meljr  au  Ijan?" 

©laggerion  fdjrour  ’nen  f)of)en  ©ib, 

S3 ei  ©tdf)’  unb  2Cfd>'  unb  £)orn; 

„$Dtaib,  idj  roar  nimmer  in  beiner  hammer, 
2Bof)l  feit  id)  rourbe  geborn." 

„£)  benn  fo  roar’S  bein  $page,  ber  (Sdjetm, 

@r  f#uf  mir  ft&ma&lid)  Seib." 

Unb  auS  unb  jog  fte  ein  fpi§ig  SDtefler, 

®a$  Ijing  an  itjrer  (Seit\ 

©pridjt:  „9lun  foil  nie  EeineS  SBauern  S3luf 
Sn  meinern  Seibe  fein: 

.fteineg  SBauern  S3Iut  beflecEen  fe 
(Sineel  .Konigg  iSod^tcr  rein/' 

d?eim  benn  ging  ©laggerion, 

^>err  ©oft!  ein  betrubter  SJtann. 

©pridjt:  ,^omm  bu  na&er,  £ang,  mein  Sung, 
-Romm  ndfjer  ju  mir  tyeran. 

34* 
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If  I had  killed  a man  tn  night, 

Jacke,  I would  tell  It  to  thee: 

But  if  I have  not  killed  a man  to  night, 
Jacke,  thon  hast  killed  three. 

And  he  pnld  ont  his  bright  browne  sword, 
A dryed  it  on  his  sleeve, 

And  he  smote  off  that  lither  ladds  head. 
Who  did  his  ladye  grieve. 

He  sett  the  swords  poynt  till  his  brest. 
The  pnmmil  nntill  a stone: 

Throw  the  falsenesse  of  that  lither  ladd. 
These  three  lives  werne  all  gone. 
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,j?att'  id&  nun  (Sinen  erfdjtagen  ^)cut  littacbt, 
J&ang,  id)  beBennt’  eg  bir  ftei: 

#ab’  i d>  aber  JCeinen  erfdjlagen  beut  S^acljt, 
•fcafi  b u,  Jpang,  erfcblagen  ©rei." 

Unb  aug  unb  509  et  fein  lid&t  braun  ©d&roert, 
SDBif^t’g  ab  an  feinem  tfrm, 

Unb  berunter  bieb  er  beg  lofen  SEBid&t^  J&aupt, 
©er  feinec  SJtaib  fd)uf  £arnt. 

(Sr  fefcte  bie  ©cbroertfyifc’  an  fein  £erj, 

©en  .Knauf  auf  einen  (Stein: 

©urcb  bie  galfcbbeit  beg  lofen  SDBidbtS  roar  bin 
©ag  iieben  bon  biefen  ©rein. 
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LORD  THOMAS  AND  FAIR  ELLINOR. 

Lord  Thomas  he  was  a bold  forrester. 

And  a chaser  of  the  kingB  deere; 

Faire  Ellinor  was  a fine  woman, 

And  Lord  Thomas  he  loved  her  deare. 

Come  riddle  my  riddle,  dear  mother,  he  sayd. 
And  riddle  ns  both  as  one; 

Whether  I shall  marrye  with  faire  Ellinor, 
And  let  the  browne  girl  alone? 

The  browne  girl  she  has  got  houses  and  lands, 
Faire  Ellinor  she  has  got  none, 

And  therefore  I charge  thee  on  my  blessing. 
To  bring  me  the  browne  girl  home. 

And  as  it  befelle  on  a high  holidaye. 

As  many  there  are  beside, 

Lord  Thomas  he  went  to  faire  Ellinor, 

That  should  have  been  his  bride. 
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iVrfc  tmtr  (d)on  <£Utti0r,29) 

Sorb  St)oma§  er  war  ein  SBaibmann  Hfjtt 
Unb  ein  Sager  in  .RonigS  ©olb; 

©ebon  GtUinor  war  ein  SJtagblein  fein, 

Unb  Sorb  S^omaS  er  war  ibr  bolb. 

i 

„£omm  ratbe  mein  SRatbfel,  lieb  Sttutter,"  fpraeb  er, 
„Unb  beratbe  wie  Gsinen  unS  SBeib’: 

Unb  ob  i<b  nun  foil  fcbon  GsUtnor  frein, 

Unb  laffen  bie  braune  SDtaib?" 

„2)ie  braune  SDtaib  fie  bat  Jjoaufer  unb  Sanb, 

©djon  Gcllinor  fie  bat  Seine!, 

JDrum  bitt’  id?  bid),  ©obn,  fo  licb  icb  bir  bin, 

®ie  braune  SOtaib  fubre  mir  beim." 

2Cuf  einen  boben  Sfefitag  trafS, 

2Bie  beren  niele  man  jablb 
Sorb  SbomaS  wobl  bin  ju  fd)6n  GfUinor  gtng,  . 

©ie  lieber  er  bait’  erwdblt. 
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And  when  he  came  to  faire  El  I mors  bower. 

He  knocked  there  at  the  ring. 

And  who  was  so  ready  as  faire  Ellinor, 

To  lett  Lord  Thomas  withinn. 

What  newes,  what  newes,  Lord  Thomas,  she  sayd? 
What  newes  dost  thon  bring  to  mee? 

1 am  come  to  bid  thee  to  my  wedding. 

And  that  Is  bad  new's  for  thee. 

0 Hod  forbid.  Lord  Thomas,  she  sayd, 

That  such  a thing  should  be  done; 

1 thought  to  have  been  the  bride  my  selfe, 

And  thou  to  have  been  the  bridegrome. 

Come  riddle  my  riddle,  dear  mother,  she  sayd. 

And  riddle  it  all  in  one; 

Whether  I shall  goe  to  Lord  Thomas  his  wedding. 

Or  whether  shall  tarry  at  home? 

There  are  manye  that  are  your  friendes,  daughter. 
And  manye  a one  your  foe. 

Therefore  I charge  you  on  my  blessing, 

To  Lord  Thomas  his  wedding  don't  goe. 

There  are  manye  that  are  ray  friendes,  mother; 

But  were  every  one  my  foe, 

Betide  me  life,  betide  me  death, 

To  Lord  Thomas  his  wedding  1'ld  goe. 


% 

l 


Digitized  by  Google 


537 


Unb  all  er  Jam  Dor  fd)6n  (Sllinor’l  #<*«$/ 

(Sr  jog  tt>ol)l  an  bte  £linf, 

Unb  mer  fo  bereit  all  fdbon  Gsltinor, 

3u  laffen  Sorb  Sbomal  in. 

„SE3eldje  SOlar,  weltfte  SOlar,  Sorb  Shornal,"  fprad)  f ie, 
2Beld>e  SOlar  l>afl  bu  fur  midt)?" 

„SBin  Eornmen  bid)  laben  jur  J&ocbjeit  mein, 

2Bol)l  bbfe  SOlar  fiir  bid)." 

„D,  ®ott  Depute,  Sorb  Sfjomal,"  fpracb  fie, 

„®afi  fo  mal  foUte  gefcbebn; 

3d)  badjte  mid)  felbfi  rooljl  all  bte  SBraut, 

Unb  bid)  all  ben  SBraut’gam  ju  feljn. 

„.£omm,  ratlje  mein  Sflatbfel,  lieb  SOlutter/'  fprad)  fie, 
„Unb  rati)’  el  mir  all  in  ein: 

Unb  foil  auf  Sorb  Stomal  fein’  Jg>odbseit  icfc  gebn, 
Qber  foil  id)  Derjieben  babeim?" 

„®ort  ijt  roobl  SOlandjer,  ber  iff  bein  greunb, 

Unb  SOlandjer  bein  geinb  allbort, 

2)rum  bitt’  id)  bid),  Soc&ter,  fo  lieb  id)  bir  bin, 

S3on  Sorb  Stomal  fein’r  Jpodijeit  bleib  fort'' 

„D  SOlutter,  moljl  SOlandjer  ifi  bort  mein  gfreunb; 
£)od)  ob  id)  nur  Sfeinbe  bort  faty, 

£>b  Seben  mein  Sool,  ob  Sob  mein  Sool, 

2luf  Sorb  Sljomal  fein’  J&od&jeit  id)  gel)’." 
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She  cloathed  herself  in  gallant  attire. 

And  her  raerrye  men  all  in  greene; 

And  as  they  rid  through  every  towns. 

They  took  her  to  be  some  qneene. 

Bnt  when  she  came  to  Lord  Thomas  his  gate. 
She  knocked  there  at  the  ring ; 

And  who  was  so'readye  as  Lord  Thomhs, 

To  lett  faire  Ellinor  in. 

Is  this  yonr  bride?  fair  Ellinor  sayd, 
Methinks  she  looks  wonderons  browne; 

Thon  mightest  have  had  as  faire  a woman, 
As  ever  trod  on  the  gronnde. 

Despise  her  not,  fair  Ellin,  he  sayd. 

Despise  her  not  onto  mee ; 

For  better  I love  thy  little  fing&r. 

Than  all  her  whole  bodee. 

This  browne  bride  had  a little  penknife. 
That  was  both  long  and  sharpe. 

And  betwixt  the  short  ribs  and  the  long. 

She  prick'd  faire  Ellinor's  harte. 

0 Christ  thee  save!  Lord  Thomas  he  sayd, 
Methinks  thou  lookst  wondrous  wan; 

Thou  usedst  to  look  with  as  fresh  a colour. 
As  ever  the  shone  on. 
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<3ie  Bteibete  ft'dj  in  feftlidEjen  $pu$, 

Unb  all’  i^re  8eut’  in  ©run; 

Unb  alb  fie  ritten  burcb  jebe  ®tabt, 

(Sine  .ftonigin  2£Uen  fie  fc^ien. 

®od)  alb  fie  Bam  »or  Sorb'  SSbomab  fein  Sbor, 
©ie  jog  wobl  an  bie  JtlinB’; 

Unb  met  fo  bereit  alb  £f)omaS  bet  Sorb, 

3u  laffen  fdjbn  ©Uinor  in. 

„3fl  bab  beine  33raut?"  fd&on  ©Uinor  fpradff, 
„9Kid)  bunBt,  fie  ftebt  wunber  braun; 

2)u  Bonntefl  bnben  ein  SDBeib,  fo  fcbon, 

2llb  je  auf  ©rben  ju  fdbaun," 

*,9?un  fdfmaf)  fie  nid&t,  fcbon  ©tlin,"  fprad)  er, 
„9lun  fcbmab  mir  nidft  bieb  SDBeib ; 

SDenn  bein  Bteiner  finger  mir  lieber  ifi, 

2llb  all  ibr  ganjer  Seib." 

<Selb’  braune  SSraut  bait’  ein  fpifcig  SDleffer, 
SEBar  lang  unb  fcbarf  allroartb, 

Unb  jmifdjen  ber  Burjen  unb  langcn  SFUppe 
2Durdf>flacb  fie  fcbon  ©Uinorb  Jj?erj. 

„D,  fd)u$e  bid)  ©ott!  Sorb  JSbomab  fo  fptad&, 
^SDlidf)  biinBt,  bu  fiebfi  munber  fabl; 

25u  pflegtefi  ju  bliibn  in  garben,  fo  frifd), 

2Clb  je  bie  ©onne  befirabtt," 
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Ok,  art  then  blind.  Lord  Thomas  ? she  sayd. 

Or  eanst  thou  not  very  well  see? 

Oh ! dost  thon  not  see  my  owne  hearts  bloode 
Ran  trickling  down  my  knee. 

Lord  Thomas  he  had  a sword  by  his  side; 

As  he  walked  about  the  halle. 

He  cat  off  bis  brides  head  from  her  shoulders 
And  threw  it  against  the  waile. 

He  set  the  hOte  against  the  groande. 

And  the  point  against  his  harte.  — 

There  never  three  lovers  together  did  meete. 
That  sooner  againe  did  parte. 
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„D,  bift  bu  blinb,  Sorb  £I)omae>?"  fpradb  fte, 

Dber  ft  el)  ft  bu  nicftt  mebr  recbt  gut? 

D,  ft'cbft  bu  nicbt  tropfelnb  mir  rinnen  jum  tfnie 
SDteineS  eignen  JjperjenS  SSlut!" 

Sorb  £f)oma8  er  ^att’  ein  ©d&tuert  an  bee  ©eit’; 

(St  febritt  bie  JpalT  entlang, 

<St  fjieb  non  ben  ©cbultern  baS  Jjoaupt  feiner  SSraut, 
Unb  n?atf  e$  gegen  bie  SDBanb. 

(Sr  fe§te  be§  ©d&n>erte§  Jg>eft  auf  ben  SBoben, 

Unb  bie  ©pi$’  er  burd&’$  #erj  ftc&  rennt.  — 

3Bof)t  trafen  jufammen  brei  Siebenbe  nie, 
jDie  fdfoneUer  ft<$  toieber  getrennt 
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TAKE  THOSE  LIPS  AWAY. 

Take,  oh  take  those  lips  away. 

That  so  sweetlye  were  forsworne; 
And  those  eyes,  the  breake  of  day. 
Lights,  that  do  misleade  the  morse! 
Bat  my  kisses  bring  againe, 

Seales  of  love,  bat  seal'd  in  vaine. 

Bide,  oh  hide  those  hills  of  snowe. 
Which  thy  frozen  bosom  beares. 

On  whose  tops  the  pinkes  that  growe 
Are  of  those  that  April  wears; 

But  first  set  my  poor  heart  free. 
Bound  in  those  icy  chains  by  thee. 
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Blnbt,  0 Mcibt,  tl)r  Si^en,  fexnt. 

SBtcibt,  o bteibt,  iljr  Cippen,  feme, 

Sie  fo  fiifien  SErug  geborgen, 

Unb  il)t  2Cugen,  — SDlorgenfterne, 

Sie  nut  itt  gefiif)rt  ben  ?tftorgen! 

Sodf)  bie  J?ufTe  gieb  juruc?, 

SJlein  berfdbwenbet  2iebe§glucf! 

33irg,  o birg  bee>  ©djneeeS  SBeUen 
Seiner  SSrufl,  bet  eiSgefrornen! 

Senn  bie  .KnoSpen,  bie  bort  fdbwellen, 
<3inb  bon  ben  2fprilsgebornen; 

Sotf>  raoU’  erft  mein  Jperj  beftein 
ben  eifsen  ^etten  bein! 
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Thomas  Carew, 

DIED  1639. 


UNFADING  BEAUTY. 

Hee,  that  lores  a rosle  cheeke, 

Or  a corall  lip  admires, 

Or  from  star-like  eyes  doth  seeke 
Fuell  to  maiutaine  his  fires, 

As  old  time  makes  these  decay. 

So  his  flames  mast  waste  away. 

Bat  a smooth  and  stedfast  mind, 
Gentle  thoughts,  and  calm  desires. 
Hearts  with  equal  love  combin'd, 
Kindle  never-dying  fires: 

Where  these  are  not,  I despise 
Lovely  cheekes,  or  lips,  or  eyes. 
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'QLtyotna*  OLavm, 

fleft.  1639. 


Htumgangltd)*  5>d|anl)eit. 

9Bcm  nur  buft'ge  Stofenroangen 
Unb  .Rorallentippen  tbeuer, 

3Scr  mit  lirtter  tfugen  ^rangen 
$lat)vet  fetne§  JrberjenS  gcuer: 
Sene  macfct  bie  3eit  tjerbliif)en  — 
Unb  fein  3feuer  mu^  t>ergliif)en. 

3u#tig  ©e&nen,  jart  (Smpftnben, 
Unb  ein  ©inn#  ein  fanfter,  treuer, 
©Icicfeet  Clcbe  £erj»erbtnben: 

®icfe  jiinben  ero’geS  %euet. 

£)f)ne  btefc  nimrner  fop  i<f> 

2Cugen,  Cippen,  SCBangen  rofig. 


35 
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Richard  Lovelace. 

^lvcabta.44  London  lt>49. 


TO  LUCASTA,  ON  GOING  TO  THE  WARS. 

Tell  me  not,  sweet,  I am  unkinde. 

That  from  the  nunnerie 

Of  thy  chaste  breast  and  quiet  minde 
To  warre  and  armes  J Hie. 

True,  a new  mistresse  now  I chase, 

The  first  foe  in  the  field; 

And  with  a stronger  faith  imhrace 
A sword,  a horse,  a shield. 

Yet  this  inconstancy  is  such. 

As  yon  ton  shall  adore; 

1 could  not  love  thee,  deare,  so  much, 

Lov'd  1 not  honour  more. 
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Htdjarii  fovtlace* 

MSucafta.'1  Sonbon  1649. 


,3ln  £acaflar  in  ben  Jirieg  3tel)*nb. 

£>!  fdjilt  ntd^t  fcart  mid),  SSraute  mein, 

©afj  t>on  ber  .£lofier*?Rul)’ 

®er  fliUcn,  feufdjen  ©eele  bein 
3d&  fliel)  bem  iSampfe  ju. 

3mar  jjag’  i<§  ie$t  ein  neueB  Sieb, 

©en  g'einb  im  ©d&ladjtgeftlb, 

Unb  brud'  an’i  Jpetj  mit  treurer  2ieb’ 

(Sin  @tfm>ett  unb  einen  ©d)ilb; 

©o*(  traun!  bie§  ijl  nid)t  Unbeflanb, 

®u  banBfl  ei  mi c nod)  fef)r; 

©enn  liebt’  id)  bid)  fo  beifjentbrannt, 

Siebt’  id)  nicfet  (Sijre  mefyr? 


35* 
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NOTES. 


')  Brien  Baromhc,  the  great  monarch  of  Ireland,  who 
wan  killed  at  the  battle  of  Clontarf,  in  the  beginning 
of  the  11  th  century , after  having  defeated  the  Danes 
in  twenty-five  engagements. 

2)  Munster. 

3)  The  palace  of  Brien. 

*)  This  alludes  to  an  interesting  circumstance  related 
of  the  Dalgais,  the  favourite  troops  of  Brien,  when 
they  were  interrupted  in  their  return  from  the 
battle  of  Clontarf,  by  Fitzpatrick,  prince  of  Ossory. 
The  wounded  men  entreated  that  they  might  be 
ad  lowed  to  light  with  the  rest.  — „Let  stakes  (they 
said)  be  stuck  in  the  ground,  and  suffer  each  of  us, 
tied  to  and  supported  by  one  of  these  stakes,  to  be' 
placed  in  his  rank  by  the  side  of  a sound  man.“ 
,, Between  seven  and  eight  hundred  wounded  men 
(adds  O'Halloran)  pale,  emaciated,  and  supported 
in  this  manner,  appeared  mixed  with  the  foremost 
of  the  troops;  never  was  such  another  sight  exhibi- 
ted." — History  of  Ireland,  book  XII.  chap.  1. 

5.  ,,In  every  house  was  one  or  two  harps,  free  to  all 
travellers,  who  were  the  more  caressed,  the  more 


_ they  excelled  in  music."  — O'Halloran. 
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^(nmerfiitigen* 

*)  SJriett  SBarombe,  ber  grofie  j?6nig  bon  Srlanb,  fiet 
in  bet  ©d)lad)t  be i (Slontarf,  im  2Cnfange  beg  llten 
Sabrbunbertg,  nacfjbem  er  bie  2)anen  in  fiinfunbi 
jtbanjig  ©efeebten  beft'egt. 

2)  SOlunfter. 

*0  sBrien’g  gpaUftfl. 

f)  ©ieg  bejief)t  ftd)  auf  einen  benfroxirbigen  Umftanb, 
bet  non  ben  Salgaig,  SBrien’g  Cieblinggtruppen,  er= 
jabtt  tbirb,  alg  fte  in  i&rem  Sftiidmarfcb  aug  bet 
©d)lad)t  bei  (Slontarf  bon  gifspatrief,  $>rinjen  bon 
Dfforp,  unterbrodjen  tourben.  2)ie  S3ertbunbeten  bo= 
ten,  in  ©emeinfdjaft  bet  tfnbern  feebten  ju  burfen,  — 
„2afjt  $)fable  (fagten  fte)  in  bie  (Srbe  fteden,  unb 
geflattet  jebem  bon  ung,  an  einen  bet  $>faf)te  ge* 
bunben  unb  bon  bemfelben  gejliifjt,  in  fein  friitjereg 
©tieb  an  ber  ©eite  eineg  gefunben  SJtanneg  einge* 
reibt  ju  roerben."  — „©ieben  big  adttbunbert  ber= 
munbete  .Rantpfer  (fugt  D’Jpaltoran  bei),  bleidt,  er= 
febopft  unb  in  biefer  2£rt  geftu^t,  erfdjienen  in  ben 
borberjten  ©ebaaren  eingereibt;  — etroag  tfebnlicbeg 
toar  nie  gefeben."  — ©efd)id)te  bon  Srlanb,  S3ud) 
XU.  (Sap.  1. 

^3n  iebem  £aufe  waren  ein  obet  jtpei  Jjparfen,  jum 
freien  ©ebraucb  alter  Steifenben,  benen  man  um  fo 
mebr  #ulb  ertbieg,  je  mebt  fte  fid)  in  ber  SDlufiE 
berbortbaten."  — D’^alloran. 
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6)  These  verses  are  meant  to  allude  to  that  ancient 
haunt  of  superstition,  called  Patrick's  Purgatory. 
„In  the  midst  of  these  gloomy  regions  of  Donegall 
(says  Dr.  Campbell)  lay  a lake,  which  was  to  be- 
come the  mystic  theatre  of  this  fabled  and  interme- 
diate state.  In  the  lake  were  several  islands;  but 
one  of  them  w as  dignified  w ith  that  called  the  Mouth 
of  Purgatory,  w hich,  during  the  dark  ages,  attracted 
the  notice  of  all  Christeudom,  and  was  the  resort  of 
penitents  and  pilgrims  from  almost  every  country  in 
Europe. “ 

„It  wan,“  as  the  same  writer  tells  us,  „one  of  the 
most  dismal  and  dreary  spots  in  the  North,  almost 
inaccessible,  through  deep  glens  and  rugged  moun- 
tains, frightful  with  impending  rocks,  and  the  hol- 
low murmurs  of  the  western  winds  in  dark  caverns, 
peopled  only  with  such  fantastic  beings  as  the  mind, 
however  gay,  is,  from  strange  association,  wont  to 
appropriate  to  such  gloomy  scenes.*1  — Strictures 
on  the  Ecclesiastical  and  Literary  History  of  Ireland. 

7)  ,,The  inhabitants  of  Arranmore  are  still  persuaded 
that,  in  a clear  day,  they  can  see  from  this  coast  Hy 
Brysail  or  the  Enchanted  Island,  the  Paradise  of 
the  Pagan  Irish,  and  concerning  which  they  relate 
a number  of  romantic  stories.**  — Beaufort's  Ancient 
Topography  of  Ireland. 

#)  ,,This  brought  on  an  encounter  between  Malachi 
(the  Monarch  of  Ireland  in  the  tenth  century)  and 
the  Danes,  in  which  Malachi  defeated  two  of  their 
champions,  whom  he  encountered  successively, 
hand  to  hand,  taking  a collar  of  gold  from  the  neck 
of  one,  and  carrying  off  the  sword  of  the  other,  as 
trophies  of  his  victory.**  — Warner's  History  of  Ire- 
land, vol  I.  book  IX. 

An  hereditary  order  of  Chivalry  in  Ulster,  esta- 
blished long  before  the  birth  of  Christ. 
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6)  ©iefe  SBerfe  bejieben  fid)  auf  ben  alien  ©i£  bed 
ttberglaubend,  ^JatricE’d  gegefeuer  genannt.  „Sn= 
mitten  biefer  btifiern  Sanbfcbaften  non  JDonegaU 
(fagt  Dr.  (SampbeU)  lag  ein  (See,  ber  jura  mpfiifcben 
@<baupla$  biefed  gefabelten  Bmifcbenjufianbed  merben 
follte.  Sn  bcm  ©ee  lagen  mebrere  Snfeln;  eine  ber= 
felben  mat  ge&eiligt  burd)  ben  fogenannten  SJtunb 
‘bed  gegefeuerd,  ber  mabrenb  bet  bunEeln  3al)tbuns 
berte  bie  tfufmerEfamEeit  ber  ganjen  6fjriftenf)eit 
auf  ft'd)  jog,  unb  bie  3uflud)t  mat  non  SSiifetn  unb 
^ilgern  aud  faft  alien  Canbetn  (Suropa’d."  „@d 
mat,"  mie  betfelbe  ©cbriftfieller  erjablt,  „einer  bet 
bufierfien  unb  fcbauerlicbften  $>unEte  im  9torben, 
burd)  tiefe  ©cblucbten  unb  fdjroffe  ©ebirge  faft  un= 
juganglicb,  fcbrecfenerregenb  burd)  uberbangenbe  3?el= 
fen  unb  bed  SBeftminbd  E)oE>leS  ©tobnen  in  ftnftern 
#bblen,  unb  nut  mit  foldjen  pbantajtifcben  2Befen 
benolEert,  mie  fte  ber  ®eift,  mie  frdblid)  aud)  fonft, 
nermoge  einer  munbetbaten  tfffociation  gemoijnt  ift, 
folcben  mitbbuftern  Umgebungen  jujufcbreiben."  — 

9 ®ie  ©inmobner  non  tlrranmore  leben  nod)  je$t  bet 
Ueberjeugung,  an  Elaten  SEagen  #9  58rpfail  ober  bie 
bejauberte  Snfel,  bad  $>arabied  ber  beibnifd)en  :3ren, 
non  biefer  ^iifte  aud  feben  ju  Eonnen,  unb  erja&len 
in  S3ejug  auf  baffelbe  eine  SJtenge  romantifcber  ©e= 
fd)id)ten.  — SSeaufort’d  alte  SEopograpbie  non  Srlanb. 

»)  „2)ied  batte  ein  jjufammentreffen  jut  golge  jmifcben 
9Jtalad)i  Cbem  ^onige  non  Srlanb  im  lOten  3abrs 
bunbert)  unb  ben  iDanen,  in  meldjem  SOtalacbi  jmei 
ibret  tlnfubrer  befiegte,  bie  er,  SDtann  gegen  SQtann, 
mit  ©rfolg  befianb,  aid  SEropbaen  feined  (Sieged 
bem  ©inen  ein  golbned  ©ebenE  nom  Stacfen  nebmenb, 
bem  tlnbern  fein  (Sdbmert  entreifienb."  — SEBarner’d 
©efdjicbte  non  Srlanb,  23anb  I.  33ud)  IX. 

9)  ©in  lange  not  <Sbrifli  ©eburt  geftifteter,  etblidjcr 
Stitterorben  in  Uljter. 
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>•)  It  was  an  old  tradition,  in  the  time  of  Giraldns,  that 
Lough  Neagh  had  been  originally  a fountain,  by 
whose  sudden  overflowing  the  country  was  inunda- 
ted, and  a whole  region,  like  the  Atlantis  of  Plato, 
overwhelmed.  He  says  that  the  fishermen,  in  clear 
weather,  used  to  point  out  to  strangers  the  tall  ec- 
clesiastical towers  under  the  water. 

>>)  This  ballad  is  founded  upon  the  following  anecdote: 
— „The  people  were  inspired  with  such  a spirit  of 
honour,  virtue,  and  religion,  by  the  great  example 
of  Brien,  and  by  his  excellent  administration,  that, 
as  a proof  of  it,  we  are  informed  that  a young  lady 
of  great  beauty,  adored  with  jewels  and  a costly 
dress,  undertook  a journey  alone,  from  one  end  of 
the  kingdom  to  the  other,  with  a wand  only  in  her 
hand,  a the  top  of  which  was  a ring  of  exceeding 
great  value;  and  such  an  impression  had  the  laws 
and  government  of  this  Monarch  made  on  the  minds 
of  all  the  people,  that  no  attempt  was  made  upon 
her  honour,  nor  was  she  robbed  of  her  clothes  or 
jewels.44  — Warner’s  History  of  Ireland,  vol.I.bookX. 

,a)  The  rivers  Avon  and  Avoca. 

tJ)  „In  the  twenty-eight  year  ofthe  reign  of  Henry  VIII. 
an  Act  was  made  respecting  the  habits,  and  dress 
in  general,  of  the  Irish,  whereby  all  persons  were 
restrained  from  being  shorn  or  shaven  above  the 
earB,  or  from  wearing  Glibbes,  or  Coulins  (long 
locks),  on  their  heads,  or  hair  on  their  upper  lip, 
called  Crommeal.  On  this  occasion  a song  was  writ- 
ten by  one  of  our  bards,  in  which  an  Irish  virgin  is 
made  to  give  the  preference  to  her  dear  Coulin  (or 
the  youth  with  the  flowing  locks)  to  all  strangers 
(by  which  the  English  were  meant),  or  those  who 
wore  their  habits.  Of  this  song,  the  air  alone  has 
reached  us,  and  is  universally  admired.44  — Wal- 
ker's Historical  Memoirs,  of  Irish  Bards,  p.  134.  — 
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“>)  gg  war  eine  altc  Srabition,  jut  £eit  beg  ©iralbug, 
bag  8ougb  Sfteagb  urfprungtidf)  eine  D.uetle  gewefen, 
beren  plo^licbeg  Ueberflutben  bag  2anb  unter  SCaffer 
fe$te  unb  ein  ganjeg  ©ebiet,  gleid)  $piato’g  #tlan= 
tig,  uberfd>wemmenb  nerfcblang.  gr  fagt,  bag  bie 
gifd)er,  bei  Harem  2Better,  ben  gremben  bie  boben 
£irdjtburme  unter  bem  SBaffer  ju  jeigen  pflegten. 

>0  SBarner’g  ©efdgidjte  non  Srlanb  bringt  folgenbe 
Ttnecbote:  „£)urd>  SSrien’g  grogeg  SBeifpiel  unb  burd) 
feine  auggejeidjnete  23erwaltung  war  bag  £3olf  be- 
tebt  non  einem  foldjen  ©eifte  ber  gbre,  Sugenb  unb 
SReligion,  bag,  jum  S3eweife  befielben,  ung  berid>tet 
wirb,  wie  eine  junge  Same  non  groger  ©dwnbeit, 
gefc&mucf t mit  Sumelen  unb  toftlidjen  ©ewanben, 
ganj  allein  eine  SReife,  non  einem  gnbe  beg  j?6nig= 
reicbeg  big  jum  anbern,  unternabm,  blog  mit  einem 
©tab  in  ber  Jpanb,  bejfen  £nopf  ein  dugerft  Eofl= 
barer  SRing  umwanb;  unb  folcben  ©influg  batten 
bie  ©efefce  unb  bie  SRegierung  biefeg  SOtonardjen  auf 
ben  ©eift  beg  ganjen  23otSeg  auggeiibt,  bag  weber 
ibre  gbre  angegriffen,  nod)  ibr@ewanbober@cbmud 
ibr  geraubt  wurbe." 

12)  ®ie  glufie  2£non  unb  tfnoca. 

1S)  ;,3m  acbtunbjwanjigften  3abr«  ber  SRegierung  S$e\ n- 
ticb^  VIII.  wurbe,  bejuglicb  ber  £leibung  ber  2fren 
unb  ibrerSracbt  im  tfllgemeinen,  eine  Tide  erlaffen, 
nad)  welder  SRiemanb  oberbalb  ber  Dbren  gefd>oren 
ober  raftrt  werben,  nocb  auf  bem  Jpaupt  ©libbeg 
ober  ©ouling  (iange  Socfen),  ober  auf  bet  Dberlippe 
Jpaar,  Svommeal  genannt,  tragen  burfte.  S3ei  biefer 
SBeranlajTung  wurbe  non  einem  unfrer  83arben  ein 
Cieb  gefcbrieben,  in  welcbem  eine  Srifcbe  Sungfrau 
ibrem  lieben  ©outin  (ober  bem  Singling  mit  ben 
waUenben  Coden)  ben  SJorjug  giebt  not  alien  gremb= 
lingen  (worunter  bie  ©nglanbec  nerftanben  wurben), 
ober  benen,  bie  fid)  wie  jene  Eleibeten.  S3on  biefem 
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Mr.  Walker  informs  ns  also,  that,  abont  the  same 
period,  there  were  some  harsh  measures  taken 
against  the  Irish  Minstrels. 

u)  The  inextinguishable  fire  of  St.  Bridget,  at  Kildare, 
which  Giraldus  mentions. 

i*)  Meaning,  allegorically,  the  ancient  Church  of  Ire- 
land. 

*•)  „Where  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  is,  there  Is  liberty 
— St  Paul,  2 Corinthiens,  III.  17. 

**)  In  describing  the  Skeligs  (islands  of  the  Barony  of 
Forth),  Dr.  Keating  says:  „There  is  a certain  attrac- 
tive virtue  in  the  soil  which  draws  down  all  the 
birds  that  attempt  to  fly  over  it,  and  obliges  them  to 
light  upon  the  rock.“ 

•8)„Nennius,  a British  writer  of  the  ninth  century, 
mentions  the  abundance  of  pearls  in  Ireland.  Their 
princes,  he  says,  hung  them  behind  their  ears:  and 
this  we  find  confirmed  by  a present  made  A.  C.  1094, 
by  Gilbert  Bishop  of  Limerick,  to  Anselm,  Archbis- 
hop of  Canterbury,  of  a considerable  quantity  of 
Irish  pearls.“  — O'Halloran.  — The  translator  has, 
for  the  sake  of  the  verse  and  rime,  altered  the  ori- 
ginal; it  should  be: 

Hohlen,  drin  Edelstein", 

Und  Seen,  drin  Perlen  rnhen. 

*•)  GlengarifT. 

20)  It  is  conjectured  by  Wormius,  that  the  name  of  Ire- 
land is  derived  from  Yr,  the  Runic  for  a bow,  in  the 
use  of  which  weapon  the  Irish  were  once  very  ex- 
pert. 

21)  Lagenia:  Leinster. 

22)  Solis  fons,  near  the  temple  of  Ammon. 
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Cieb  ifi  nur  bie  SDtelobie  auf  un£  geEommen,  bie 
allgemein  bewunbert  roirb."  — 2BalEer’3  biftorifcbe 
SUtemoiren  iiber  Srifdte  58arben,  p.  134.  — #err 
SBalEer  beridjtet  un3  aud),  bafj  um  bicfelbe  3eit 
mebrere  barte  9E>t«{jregeln  gegen  bie  Srifdjen  9Kin= 
firelS  ergriffen  wurben. 

w)  2Me  eroige  Sarnpe  ber  <3t  5Brigitta,  ju  .ffilbare, 
melcbe  ©iralbuS  erroabnt. 

ls)  2fUegorifd>:  bie  alte  Jlircbe  Srlanbl. 

163  „2Bo  aber  ber  ®eift  be6  #errn  iff,  ba  ifl  ftreibeit."  — 
©t.  5paulut>,  (£v.  % an  bie  (Sorintfjer,  m.  17. 

M)  Sn  ber  S5efdf>reibung  ber  ©EeligS  (3nfeln  ber  58aronie 
bon  Sort!))  fagt  Dr.  Seating:  „2)er58oben  bat  eine 
geroiffe  tfnjiebungSEraft,  bie  alle  baruber  binfliegenbe 
S3ogel  berabiiebt  unb  jte  jwingt,  auf  bem  gelfen  fidb 
nieberjulaffen/' 

S^enniuS,  ein  brittifAer  ©cbriftfteller  be§  neunten 
Sabrbunbertg,  erib&bnt  beS  grofen  SteicbtbumS  an 
Merten  in  Srtanb.  Sbre  rfien,  fagt  er,  bi«9en  bie= 
felben  Winter  ibre  Dbren:  unb  bieS  ftnben  tbir  be-= 
fiatigt  burd)  ein  ®efd>enB  einer  betracbtlicften  tfnjabl 
Srifdjer  sperlen,  welcbeS  1094  n.  (5br.  ®ilbert,  58ifcbof 
bon  SimericE,  an  2£nfelm,  Srjbifcbof  bon  Santerburtj, 
iiberfanbte."  — D’Jj?aUoran.  — SDer  Ueberfefcer  b«t, 
bem  SSerS  unb  Sfteim  ju  8iebe,  bag  Original  geanbert; 
ed  follte  beif«n: 

#oblen,  brin  ©belftein’, 

Unb  ©een,  brin  5perlen  ruben. 

19)  ®lengariff. 

2°)  SffiormiuS  bermutbet,  ber  97ame3frlanb  ftamme  b« 
bon  spr,  bem  runifcfoen  2Bort  fur  58 o gen,  im  ®e= 
braud)  meld)er  SEBaffe  bie  Sren  einji  febr  gefcf>ic?t 
roaren. 

21)  Sagenia:  Seinfter,  8anbfd)aft  in  Srlanb. 

**)  Solis  fons,  nabe  beim  2Cmmon$=3lempel. 
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**) ,, There  are  countries44,  says  Montaigne,  where  they 
believe  the  souls  of  the  happy  live  in  all  manoer  of 
liberty,  in  delightful  fields;  and  that  it  is  those  souls 
repeating  the  words  we  utter,  which  we  calf  Echo. 

**)  It  is  hardly  necessary,  perhaps,  to  inform  the  rea- 
der, that  these  lines  are  meant  as  a tribnt  of  sincere 
friendship  to  the  memory  of  an  old  and  valued  col- 
league in  this  work.  Sir  John  Stevenson. 

w)  This  is  one  of  the  many  instances  among  my  lyrical 
poems,  — though  the  above,  it  must  be  owned,  is  an 
extreme  case,  — where  the  metre  has  been  neces- 
sarily sacrificed  to  the  structure  of  the  air. 

*•)  The  cave  of  Trophonios. 

**)  One  of  the  titles  of  the  Virgin:  — „Maria  illnmina- 
trix,  sive  Stella  Maris.44  — Isidor. 

**)  Eldridge,  Scotice,  Klriche , Elritch;  wild,  hideous, 
ghostly.  Item,  lonesome,  uninhabited,  except  by 
spectres,  etc. 
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*3)  „Gs$  gicbt  Sanber",  fagt  SRontaigne,  „wo  ber  ©laube 
t)errfd)t,  bie  ©eelen  bet  ©eligen  lebten  in  aller  2frt 
eon  ftreibeit,  in  bmlicben  ©efilben;  unb  bag  jene, 
unfete  gerufenen  SBorte  wieberbolenben  ©eelen  eg 
ftnb,  wag  wit  ©cbo  nennen. 

a4)  SDiefe  3«iien  foUen  ein  SEtibut  aufricbtigcr  3?teunb= 
fcbaft  fein  bem  ®ebad)tnig  eineg  alien,  botbeerebtten 
SJtitar&eiterg  an  biefem  2SerE,  beg  ©ir  Sobn  ©tes 
eenfort. 

2s)  £>ieg  ift  einer  eon  ben  eielen  fallen  in  meinen  lijs 
rifd)en  ©ebicbten,  — obgleid)  bet  obige,  man  mug 
gefleben,  im  bocbften  ©rabe,  — wo  bag  SSergmag 
notbgebrungen  bem  S3au  bet  SJlelobie  geopfert  wor* 
ben.  Zt).  SDloore. 

26)  2)te  SEropboniug  Jgwbte,  nabe  bei  bet  ©tabt  Sieabia, 
in  bet  ^Jroeins  tfttica. 

2J)  Gsinet  eon  ben  9Zamen  ber  Sungfrau  Sttatia:  — 
„ Maria  illnminatrix,  sive  Stella  Maris.44  — Stflbot. 

»)  ©Ibribge,  ©d)ottifd>:  ©Iridje,  ©Irttd);  wilb,  fcbeug* 
lid),  geifierbaft.  Sngleicben:  einfam,  obe,  nut  eon 
©dbemen  befudbt. 

w)  „2Benn  bei  biefem  unb  abnlidben  Siebern  bie  tfnjabl 
bet  ©blben  bag  SBermag  uberlauft  unb  gleicbfam 
uberfdjwemmt,  fo  liegt  in  ber  Ueberfe^ung  wobl 
nid)t  ber  gebter  barin,  bag  man  nicbt  eiet  glige  unb 
acbt  ©glben  jablen  Eonnte,  obet  fie  fammt  nieblitben 
Sdeimen  batte  finben  Eonnen,  fonbern  weil  bag  £)tf= 
ginal  im  SEon  unb  ©ange  bamit  atteg  oetloren  bn&*n 
wtirbe."  — Berber.  ©timmen  bee  JBolEer. 
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